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Tet none Sir Fopling Him, or Him can cally : 
He's Kni ght 0th Shire, and repreſents you all. 


Prol. to Sir Fop. 
Qui capit, ile facit. 
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To the Moſt Illuſtrious 


Jj © Km 


DUKE of ARGYLE. 


Hs Play, at laſt, thro' many 
N Difficulties, has made way to 
throw it ſelf at your Grace's 
| Feet: And conſidering what 
well-meanr Attempts were made to in- 
tercept it in its Courſe to ſo great an 
Honour, I have had Reaſon not to think 


it intirely ſucceſsful, till (where my 


Ambition always defign'd it) I found it 
ſafe in your Protection: Which, werfe 
ſeveral Means had fail'd of making it 
leſs worthy of, The Spleen ended with 
the Old Good-nature that was offer'd 
to my Firſt Play, vis. That it was 
none of my own : But that's a Praiſe I 
A3 have 


DEDICATION. 


tors indeed fame Reafon to be proud 
of, fince your Grace, from Evincing 
Circumftances, is able to divide the 
Malice from the Compliment, 
The beft Criticks have long and juſtly | 
complain'd, that the Coarſeneſs of moſt 
Characters in our late Comedies have 
been unfit Entertainments for People 
of Quality, eſpecially the Ladies: And 
therefore I was long in hopes that ſome 
able Pen (whoſe Expectation did not 
hang upon the Profits of Succeſs) | 
wou'd generouſly attempt to reform 
the Town into a better Taſte than the 
World generally allows em: But no- 
| thing-of that kind having lately ap- 
pear d, that would give me an Oppor- 
tunity of being wiſe at another's Ex- 
pence, I found it impoſſible any longer 
10 reſiſt the ſecret Temptation of my 
Vanity, and ſo ev'n ſtruck the firſt Blow 
my ſelf: And the Event Has now con- 
| vinc'd me, that whoever ſticks cloſely 
to Nature, can't eaſily write above the 
Underſtanding of the Galleries, tho at 
the fame time he may _—_— deſerve 
| — of the Boxes. Thi 
is 


JJ! ad ns 


DEDICATION | 
This Play before its Trial on the 


Stage was examin'd by ſeveral People of 


Quality, that came into your Grace's 

Opinion of its being a juſt, a proper and 
diverting Attempt in Comedy; but fev” 
of 'em carry'd the Compliment beyoad 
their private Approbation : For when 
I was wiſhing for a little farther Hope, 
they ſtopt ſhort of your Grace's Pene- 


3 rration, and only kindly wiſht me what 


they ſeem'd to fear, and you aflur'd me 
of, a General Succeſs, - 

But your Grace has been pleas'd, not 
only to encourage me with your Judg- 
ment; but have likewiſe by your fa- 
vourable Influence in the Bounties that 
were rais'd for me the Third and Sixth 
Day, defended me againſt any Hazards 


of an entire Diſappointment from ſo 


bold an Undertaking : And therefore, 
whatever the World may think of me, 
as one they call a Pest, yet I am confi- 
dent, as your Grace underſtands me, 1 


ſhall not want your Belief, when I aſſure 


you that this Dedication is the Reſult of 
a profound Acknowledgment, an Artleſs 
Inclination, proudly Glad, and Grateful. 
AAA 74440 And 


DEDICATION. 

And if the Dialogue of the following 
Scenes flows with more eaſie turn of 
Thought and Spirit, than what I have 
uſually produc'd ; I ſhall not yet blame 
fome People for ſaying 'tis not my own, 
unleſs they knew at the ſame time I owe 
moſt of it to the many ſtollen Obſerva- 


tions I have made from your Grace's 


Manner of Converſing. 1 
And if ever the Influence of your 


Grace's more ſhining Qualities ſhould 


perſuade me to attempt a Tragedy, I 


Mall then with the ſame Freedom, bor- 
row all the Ornamental Virtues of my 


Hero, where now I only am indebted 


for part of the Fine Gentleman. Great- 
neſs of Birth and Mind, Sweetneſs of 
Temper, flowing from the fixt and Na- 
tive Principles of Courage and of Ho- 
nour, are Beauties that I reſerve for a 
farther Opportunity of expreſſing the 
Zeal and Gratitude of, For” 7" 


My Lor a, 
Torr Grace's moſt Obedient, 
Dec. 17. : | | | 
1704. : Moſt Oblig'd and Humble Servant, 


COLLEY CIBBER. | 
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THE 


| O F all the various Vices of the Age, 8 


And Shoals of Fools expos d upon the Stage, 
How few are laſht, that call for Satyr's Rage! 
What can you think, to ſee our Plays ſo full 


O Madmen, Coxcombs, and the driveling Fool; 


Of Cits, of Sharpers, Rakes and roaring Bullies, 


Of Cheats, of Cuckolds, Aldermen and Cullies 


That Satyr's Rod in the Dramatick School 
Was only meant for the Incorrigible Fool? 
As if too Vice and Folly were confin'd 

To the vile Scum alone of Human Kind, © 6 
Creatures a Muſe ſhou'd ſcorn ; ſuch abjeft Traſh 
Deſerve not Satyr's but the Hangman's Laſh. 
Wretches ſo far ſhut out from Senſe of Shame, 4 


Wou'd not one ſwear, 'twere taken for a Rule, 8 


— 


Newgate or Bedlam only ſhou d reclaim; 

For Satyr ne er was meant to make wild Monſters tame 

No Sirs.— | | FR: 
We rather think the Perſons fit for Plays, 

Are they whoſe Birth and Education ſays 

They've every Help, that ſhow'd improve Mankind, 

Yet ftill live Slaves to a vile tainted Mind; | 

Such as in Wit are often ſeen t'abound, 8 


And yet have ſome weak Part, where Folly's found: 


For Follies ſprout like Weeds, higheſt in fruitful Ground. 5 


Jo no infeſtive Weed's ſo much inclin'd, 


And tis ob ſerv'd, the Garden of the Mind : 


As the rank Pride, that ſome from Affectation find. 
A Folly too well known to make its Court. | 
With moſt Succeſ; among the better Sort.. 

Such are the Perſons we To-day provide, 

And Nature's Fools for once are laid aſide. 

This is the Ground on which our Play we build; 
But in the Structure muſt to Judgment yield: E 
And where the Poet fails in Art, or Care, 4 


We beg your wonted Mercy to the Player. 


A 5 PRO. 


< * TIE 
l 0 n 9 - * " TY" * 1 
> 3 4 * PCD 2 =. py 9 8 pe -.” " * 7 wy - T * 5 * - 2 8 * * 
. o * . * 3 r n WENT on 1 . p * : . : 
. % * 9 3 SE * MC bee; 3 * 8 Wenne 3 T2 * wo ro . an N N 4 4 F * * 
12 * * * ec * . 7 . Fn” — - 
A+ 8 F a « * . * . . 


Upon the laſt Campaign. 


Written by a Perſon of Quality; defign'd 
for the Sixth Day, but not ſpoken. | 


A Paying Nation bates the fighting Trade, 
And Lingring War in uſual Methods made: 
#/hen Armies 49 about from Mood to River, 
And Threeſcare Thouſand only get together 
10 Fat, and Drink, Conſult, and find the way 
How without fighting they may earn their Pay; 5 
When prudent Generals get, by. Safeguard giving, 8 \ 


An haneſt, quier, comfor table Living 5 
But never fight # up to a Thankſgroing, 
| Theſe manage Mar with the Phy faian's Skil, 

And uſe ſuch Means, as neither cure, nor kill: 

Lilie hae wife Dottars, ſafe by their Dogrees, 

They give weak Doſes, but take ſwinging Fees. 

The Trade aantinuing, which can never end, 

While the ſick State has any thing to ſpend. 
Thanks then to him, who ſtrikes at the Diſeaſe, 
Ad bravely tries to ſet the World at eaſe: 

For if ſuch fighting laſt but one Tear more, TE 

Tus Danube Vidories will quit the Score, . 0 

And ſoon recruit our almoſt laviſh'd Store. | 

F A happy Peace regains our Treaſure loſt, 
Our own-the Glory, and. our Fses the Coſt. 

. No Fauaur let the Homebred Sparks expedt, 

But Scorn from Men, and from the Fair Neglect. 
Beaux, that ſpend all their Time in ſoft Love-making z 
Thoſe tender Souls, whoſe. Hearts are always aking, 
Shun em ye Fair, prevent. their Am rous Boaſting ; 
Nor poorly. yield to idle Talk, and Toaſting. 

If you have Favours, which you muſt beſtow, ? 


k Ii uu ow 4... * 


Give em the Soldiers, they deſerve em now; _ 
Who made proud Tyranes op, ſoould u knea 10 you. 
© +6 45 e S549  Minerya | 
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Whoſe generous Soul ſteks only to reſtrain 
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Minerva guides our General to Fame, ” 
Ne Cruelties in War aſfact his Nam . 
Mild in the Camp, by no Succeſs made Vain. 
A gentle Goddeſs animates his Mind ; ? 
Bold for his Friends, to Conquer'd Foes as Kind, 


Deſign'd by Heav'n for Anna's Happy Reign, 


— 


Unbounded Tyranny, and lawleſs Might. 


Revenge @pprefſian, and reftore the Rigi: 


War not her Choice, but neceſſary Fence, | 
Truth, to promote and humble Inſolence.... 
Where-eer her Influence flies, it Joy ereatts, 
And Peace and Safety brings to diſtant States: 
With ſuch Succeſs her Chief begins his Rates 
That his firſt Battle brightly does efface 

The Tedious Labours of our Modern Wars 
Out- does at once alu Soldiers, and the Tars. 

In him no ſauntring in the Field we find, 

No Doubt remains where Victory inclin'd. 

His Sword decides; no double Praiſe is giv'n. 
There neither Side is pleas'd, yet both thank 1 
From War he quickly Kingdoms will releaſe.: 


Rapins and Rage ſoon turn to Joy and Peace, ö 


And by Deſtruction make Deſtruction ceaſe, _ 
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| Dramatis Perſons. 
M E: N. 


Lord be Hh. i = Mr. Powet. 
Lord Foppington, _ ys Mr. Cibber. 
Sir Charles Eaſy, 9 Nr. Wilks. 


WOMEN. 


Lady Betty 25 N Mrs. Olen. 

Lady Eaſy, 2 8 9 ) Mrs. Knight. 
V. s - 2 e A 

Lady Graveairs, SUES” Mrs. More. 


us. Edging, /oman tu Lady; Mrs "IIS 
Eaſy, OR i - 
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Careleſs Husband. 
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ACT I. SCENE I. 


— 


| SCENE, df Ge Fas Le. 


Enter Lady Eaſy alone. 


„n Sn 
As ever Woman's Spirit, by an injurions 
| Husband, broke like mine? A vile, li- 
centious Man! muſt he bring home his 
Follies. too? Wrong me with my very 
Servant! O! how tedious a Relief is Pa- 
| tience! and yet in my Condition tis the 
only Remedy : For to reproach him with my Wrongs 
is taking on my ſelf the Means of a Redreſs, bidding 
Defiance to his Falſhood; and naturally but provokes 
him to undo me. The uneaſie Thought of my con- 
tinual Jealouſie may teize him to a fixt Averſion; and 
hitherto, tho' he neglects, I cannot think he hates me.— 
It muſt be fo, fince I want Power to pleaſe him, he 
never ſhall upbraid me with an Attempt of making him 
uneaſie — My Eyes and Tongue ſhall yet be blind and 
filent to my fr nor would I have him think 
my Virtue cou'd ſuſpe& him, till by ſome groſs ap- 
Ley, parent 


f | 
* 
- 


parent Proof of his Miſdoing, he forces me. to fee — 


and to forgive it. rag * . 
: Enter Edging haſtily. > 
dg. © Madam! Py 4 | 


L. Ea. What's the matter? 


mip ——fuch a Diſcovery 8 
L. Ea. You are reſolv'd to make it without much 
Ceremony, I find? What's the Buſineſs, pray ? 


to tell you, I am out of Breath at the very Thoughts 
on't, 1 ſhall not be able to ſpeak this Hour, 
L. Ea. Not te the Purpoſe I believe; but methinks 
you talk impertinently with a great deal of Eaſe. 
Eaux. Nay, Madam, aps not fo impertinent as 
your Lady ſhip thinks; there's that will [peak to the pur- 
L. Ea. What's this, an open Letter? Whence comes it ? 
Egg. Nay, read it, Madam, you'll ſoon gueſs —— 


ſil), fay I. | | 88 
L. Fa. | Looking on the Superſcription] To Sir Charles 
Eaſy ! Ha! Too well I know this hateful Hand 
O my Heart! but I muſt veil my Jealouſie, which 'tis 
not fit this Creature ſhould ſuppoſe I am acquainted 
how came you by it? 1 
Edg. Why, Madam, as my Maſter was lying down, 
after he came in from Hunting, he ſent me into his 


J Dreſſing Room to fetch his Snuff. Box out of his Waſt- 


cos Pocket, and ſo as I was ſearching for the Box, 
i Madam, there I found this wicked Letter from a Mil 
W treſs; which I had no ſooner read, but, I declare it, 
my very Blood reſe at him again, methought I cou'd 
& have torn him and her to pieces. 15 

L. Ea. Intolerable! This odious Thing's jealous of 
him her ſelf, and wants me to join with her in a Re- 
venge upon him Sure I am fallen indeed! But 
*twere to make me lower yet, to let her think I un- 


Edg. I have the ſtrangeſt thing to ſhew your Lady- 


Edg. The Buſineſs, Madam! I have not Patience 


If theſe are the Tricks of Husbands, keep me a Maid 


| * with IAſide.] —— This Direction is to your Maſter, 


[4fide. 
Pag. 
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Edg. Nay, pray, Madam, read it, you'll be out of 

L. Ea. You are bold, Miſtreſs; has my Indulgence 
or your R Humour, flatter'd you into the 
Aue of reading his Letters? A Liberty I never 
gave my ſelf — Here — lay it where you had it im- 


mediately — ſhou'd he know of your Saucinels, 'twould 


not be my Favour cou'd protect you, [Exit L. Eaſy. 

Edg, Your Fayour! Marry come up! Sure I don't 
depend upon your Favour! 'tis not come to that, 
I hope Poor Creature don't you think I am 
my Maſter's Miſtreſs for nothing you ſhall find, 
Madam, I won't be ſnapt up as I have been — Not 
but it vexes me to think ſhe ſhou'd not be as uneaſy 


as 1? I am ſure he is a baſe Man to me, and I could 


cry my Eyes out that ſhe ſhou'd not think him as bad 


q to her every Jot. If I am wrong'd, ſure ſhe may very 


well expect it, that is but his Wife— A conceited 
Thing — ſhe need not be ſo eaſy neither — 1 am as 
— — as ſhe, I hope — Here's my Maſter — 1 “Il uy 


whether Iam to be huff d by her, or no. [Walks behi 


Enter Sir Charles Eaſy. | 
Sir Cha. So! the Day is come again —— Life but 
riſes to another Stage, and the ſame dull Journey is 
before us — How * Children do we judge of Hap- 
pineſs! When I was tinted in my Fortune almoſt eve- 


iy thing was a Pleaſure to me, becauſe moſt Things 
the 


n being out of my Reach, I had always. the Pleaſure 


of hoping for 'em; now Fortune's in my. Hand ſhe's 


as inſi pid as an eld Acquaintance —- It's mighty filly, 


F Faith — Juſt the ſame thing by wy Wife 100; I am 
told ſhe's extreamly Handſame ——— nay, and have 


heard a great many People ſay ſhe is certainly the beſt 
Woman in the World — why. I don't know but ſhe 


j may, yet I could never find that her Perſon or good 
3 Qualities, gave me any Concern —o— In my Eye the 


Woman has no more Charms than my Mother. 
Edg. Hum! — he takes no Notice of me yet — I'll 


let him ſee, I can take as little Notice of him, [She 
walls by him gravely, he turns her about and holds her, 


ve Hruggles] Pray Sir. e 


Me — OY 


16 The Careleſs Husband, 
Sir Cha; A pretty pert Air that —.1'll humour 


Kiſs me, Hulily.. 
Eg. No, the Duce fetch me, if J do. 


it ——- What's the Matter, Child? Are not you well? 


. 


Sir Cha. Has any thing put thee out of Humour, 


Love? 


Edg. No, Sir, 'tis not worth my being out of Hu- 
mour at —— tho' if ever you have any thing to ſay 
to me again, I'll be burn'd, | 


Sir Cha, Some body has bely'd me to thee, 


Edg. No, Sir, 'tis you have bely'd your ſelf to me 
did not I ask you when you firſt made a Fool of me, 
if you would be always conſtant to me, and did not 

u ſay, I might be ſure you wou'd? And here in- 


0 
Head of that, you are going on in your old Intrigue 


with my Lady Graveairs 


Sir Cha, So. | 


Edg. Beſide, don't you ſuffer my Lady to huff me 


every Day as if I were her Dog, or had no more con- 
cern with you—— I declare I won't bear it, and ſhe 
* ſhan't think to huff me— for ought I know I am as 


Agreeable as ſhe; and tho” ſhe dares not take any No- 


tice of your Baſeneſs to her, you ſhan't think to uſe 
me ſo — and ſo pray take your naſty Letter I know 


the Hand well enough — for my part I won't ſtay in the 
Family to beabus'd at this rate; I that have refus'd Lords 


and Dukes for your ſake :. I'd have you to know, Sir, 


I have had as many blue and green Ribbons after me, for 
ought I know, as would have made me a Falbala Apron. 


Sir Cha. My Lady Graveairs! my naſty Letter! and 


T won't ſtay in the Family !-— Death! I'm in a pret- 
ty Condition What an unlimited Privilege has 
this Jade got from being a Whore ? 


Eds. I ſuppoſe, Sir, you think to uſe every Body as 


vou do your Wife. | 
Sir Cha. My Wife, hah! Come hither, Mrs. Edging, 
bark you, Drab. [Seizing her by the Shoulder. 


© "Eag, Oh! 


Sir Cha. When you ſpeak of my Wife, you are to 


ſay your Lady, and you are never to ſpeak of your 


Lady 


r ⁵˙ 1 m — 
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Lady to me in any regard of her being my Wife —— 
for look you, Child, you are not Her Strumpet bue 
Mine, therefore I only give you leave to be ſaucy with 
me in the next place, you are never to ſuppoſe 
there is any ſuch Perſon as my Lady Graveairs; and 
laftly, my pretty one, how came you by this Letter? 
Edg. It's no matter, perhaps. — ae 
Sir Cha. Ay, but if you ſhou'd not tell me quickly, 
how are you ſure 1 won't take a great Piece of Fle 


out of your Shoulder? = My Dear. [Shakes her. 
Edg. O lud! O lud! 1 will tell you, Sir. | 
Sir Cha. Quickly then.  [ Again. 


Edg. Oh! I took it out of your Pocket, Sir. 

Sir Cha. When? | ; 

Edg. Oh! this Morning, when you ſent me for your 
Snuff- box. - | 

Sir Cha. And your Ladyſhip's pretty Curioſity has 
look'd it over, I preſume ha | Again, 

Edg. O lud! dear Sir, don't be angry indeed 
I'll never touch one again. | | 
Sir Cha, I don't believe you will, and 1'll tell you 
how you ſhall be ſure you never will. * 

Edg. Yes, Sir, 55 3 

Sir Cha. By ſtedfaſtly believing that the next time 
you offer it, * will have your pretty white Neck 
twiſted behind you. 2 
. Edg. Les, Sir, | [Curteſing. 
Sir Cha, And you will be ſure to remember eyery 
thing I have ſaid to you? A 
Ezadg. Yes, Sir. 
Sir Cha, And now, Child, I was not angry with 
your Perſon, but your Follies ; which ſince I find you 
are a little ſenſible of don't be wholly diſ- 
courag'd - for I believe I ——— 1 ſhall haye 


Occaſion for you again 
Edgy. Yes, Sir. 62 | | 
- Sir Cha. In the mean time let me hear no more of 
your Lady, Child, | | | 
Bag, No, Sir. g 
Sir Cha, Here ſhe comes, be gone. 2 
ON EE TIER SDITO-VED Edg. 


x3 The Careleſs Huchaud: 


Edg. Yes, Sir, ——Oh! I was never ſo frighten'd 


in my Life. Exit. 


Sir Cha. So! good Diſcipline makes good Soldiers — 
It often puzzles me to think, from my own Careleſ- 


neſs, and my Wife's continual good Humour, whether 


II fift her a litle. 
Enter Lady Eaſy. 


ces 


My Dear, how do you do? You are dreſs'd very ear- 


ly to Day, are you going out ? 

I. Ea. Only to Church, my Dear. 
Sir Cha. Is it ſo late then? 

I. Ea. The Bell has juſt rung, 


Sir Cha. Well, Child, how does Windſor Air agree 
with you? Do you find your ſelf any better yet? or 


have you a Mind to go to London again? 
L. Ea. No, indeed, my Dear; the Air's ſo very plea- 


ſant, that if it were a place of leſs Company, I cou'd- 


be content to end my Days here. Ed 
Sir Cha. Pry*thee, my Dear, what ſort of Compa- 
ny. would moſt pleaſe you? _ 7 


** 


L. Ea. When Buſineſs wou'd permit it, Yours; and 


in your Abſence a ſincere Friend, that were truly hap- 


py in an honeſt Husband, to ſit a chearful Hour, and 
talk in mutual Praiſe of our Condition. » 


Sir Cha. Are you then really very happy, my Dear? 


L. Ea. Why ſhou'd you queſtion it? {Smiling on him. 
Sir Cha. Becauſe I fanſy I am not ſo good to you 
as I ſhould be. E 99 I i Og 
L. Ea. Pſhah! | . 
Sir Cha. Nay, the Duce take me if I don't really confeſs 
my ſelf ſo bad, that I have often wonder'd how any 
Woman of your Senſe, Rank and Perſon, could think it 
worth her while to have ſo many ufeleſs good Qualities, 
L. Ea. Fie, my Dear. TIE | 
Sir Cha. By my Soul, I'm ſerious,  _ 
L. Za. I can't boaſt of my good Qualities, not if I 
could, do I believe you think em uſeleſs. ' 
Sir Cha, Nay, I ſubmit to you — Don't you find em 
ſo? Do you perceive that I am one Tittle the better Hus- 
band for your being ſo good a Wife? L. Ea. 


. 


mne really knows any thing of the ſtrength of my For- 
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CL. Ea. Pſhab! you jeſt with me. 
Sir Cha, Upon my Life I don't. 
was you never Jealous of me? 
L. Ea. Did I ever give you any Sign of it? 
Sir Cha, Um — that's true but do you really 
think I never gave you Occaſion ? 5 | 
; 4 Ea. 1 hat's an odd Queſtion but ſuppoſe you 
ad? | 
Sir Cha, Why then, what Good has your Virtue done- 
you, ſince all the good Qualities of it could not keep 
me to your ſelf? | | 
L. Ea. What Occaſion have you given me to ſup- 
poſe I have not kept you to my felt? | 
Sir Cha. I given you Occaſion — Fie! my Dear 
you may be ſure thy 75 look you, that is not the thing, 
but ſtil] a — (Death. what a Blunder have I made)—a a 
ſtill, I ſay, Madam, you ſhan't make me believe you 
have never been Jealous of me; not that you ever had 
any real Cauſe, but I know Women of your Princi- 
ples have more Pride than thoſe that have no Princi- 
ples at all; and where there is Pride there muſt be 
ſome Jealouſie — ſo that if you are Jealous, my 
Dear, you know you wrong me, and — 
L. Ea. Why then upon my Word, my Dear, I don't 
know that ever I ts you that way in my Life. 
Sir Cha. But ſuppoſe I had given a real Cauſe to 
be Jealous, how would you do then? 3 
L. Za. It muſt be a very ſubſtantial one that makes 
me Jealous. 8 
Sir Cha. Say it were a ſubſtantial one; ſuppoſe now 
I were well with a Woman of your own Acquaintance, 
that under pretence of frequent Viſits to you, ſhould 
only come to carry on an Affair with me — 
Suppoſe now my Lady Graveairs and I were great ?— 
L. Ea. Wou'd I could not ſuppoſe it. I Aſide. 
Sir Cha, If I come off here I believe I am pretty 
fate. [ Aſide. ——— Suppoſe, I ſay, my Lady and 
I were ſo very familiar, that not only your ſelf, but 
half the Town ſhould ſee it? 


Tell me truly, 


L. Es, 


— 
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I. Ea. Then I ſhould cry my ſelf ſick in ſome dark Clo- 
ſet, and forget my Tears when you fpoke kindly to me. 
Sir Cha. The moſt convenient piece of Virtue ſure 
that ever Wife was Miſtreſs of. [ Afede. 
L. Ea, But pray, my Dear, did you eyer think that 
I had any ill Thoughts of my Lady Graveairs ? 
Sir Cha, O Fie! Child; only you know ſhe and I 
us'd to be a little free ſometimes, ſo I had a Mind to 
ſee if you thought there was any harm in it: But 
ſince I find you very eaſie, I think my ſelf oblig'd to 
tell you, that upon my Soul, my Dear, I have ſo lit- 
tle regard to her Perſon, that the Duce take me, if I 
would not as ſoon have an Affair with thy own Woman, 
L. Za. Indeed, my Dear, I ſhould as ſoon ſuſpect 
you with one as t'other, | | | 
Sir Cha. Poor Dear ſhou'dſt thou— give mea Kits, 
I. Fa. Pſhah! you don't care to kiſs me. | 
Sir Cha. By my Soul I do — I wiſh I may die if 
I don't think you a very fine Woman. | | 
I. Ea. I only wiſh you wou'd think me a good 
Wife, ¶ Kiſſes her.] But pray, my Dear, what has made 
you ſo ſtrangely inquiſitive ? . : 
Sir Cha. Inquifitive—Why—a— I don't know, one's 
always ſaying one fooliſh thing or another—Tol le roll, 
{Sings and talks] My Dear, what! are we never to have 
any Ball here? Toll le Roll. I fanſy I could recover my 


Dancing again, if I would but practiſe. Toll loll Toll! 


L. Za. This Exceſs of Careleſsnefs to me excuſes 
half his Vices: If I can. make him once think ſeriouſ- 
ly —— Time yet may be my Friend. 

| Enter a Servant. Ct 

Serv. Sir, Lord Morelove gives his Service 

Sir Cha, Lord Morelove! where is he? | 
Serv. At the Chocolate-Houſe ; he call'd me to him 
as I went by, and bid me tell your Honour he'll wait 
upon you preſently, | 

L. Ea. I thought you had not expected him here a- 
gain this Seaſon, my Dear? 5 

Sir Cha. I thought ſo too, but you ſee there's no de- 
pending upon the Reſolution of a Man that's in _ 
| 4. 
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L. Ea. Is there a Chair? 404 W 
Serv. Yes, Madam. I Ex. Servant. 
Ml Ea. I ſuppoſe Lady Betty Modiſh has drawn him 
er. | F 
Sir Cha, Ay, poor Soul, for all his Brayery, I am 
afraid ſo. Sls. | 6 | 
L. Ea. Well, my Dear, I han't time to ask my Lord 
how he does now ; you'll excuſe me to him, but I hope 
you'll make him Dine with us. Cl i So 
Sir Cha, I'll ask him. If you fee Lady Betty at 
Prayers make her Dine too, but don't take any no- 
tice of my Lord's being in Town. 8 
L. Ea. Very well! if 1 ſhou'd not meet her there, 
I'll call at her Lodgings. EIS 
Sir Cha. Do ſo. 285 ; 
L. Ea. My Dear, your Servant. [Ex. L. Eaſy. 
Sir Cha. My Dear, I'm yours. Well! one way or 
other this Woman will certainly bring about her Buſi- 
neſs with me at laſt; for tho' ſhe can't make me happy 
in her own Perſon, ſhe lets me be ſo intolerably eaſie 
with the Women that can, that ſhe has at leaſt brought 
me into a fair way of being as weary of them too. 
Enter Servant and Lord Morelove. 35 
Serv. Sir, my Lord's come. , 
IL. Mo. Dear Charles! | ME 
Sir Cha, My dear Lord! this is an Happineſs un- 


. 


dreamt of; I little thought to have ſeen you at Windſor 


again this Seaſon; I concluded of courſe, that Books 
and Solitude had ſecur'd you till Winter, ES 

L. Mo. Nay, I did not think of coming my ſelf, but 
I found my ſelf not very well in London, ſo I thought— 
a —— little Hunting, and this Air 

Sir Cha, Ha! ha! ha! 

L. Mo. What do you laugh at? ER jw 
Sir Cha. Only becauſe you ſhould not go on with your 
Story: If you did but ſee how. filly a Man fumbles for 
an Excuſe, when he's a little aſham'd of being in Love, 
you would not wonder what I laugh at, ha! ha! 

L. Mo, 'Thou art a very happy Fellow —— nothing 
touches thee —always ealie—Then you conclude I fol- 
low Lady Betty again? y | Sir 


% 


U 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 


it wou'd touch her ? 


Sir Cha. Yes, Faith do I: and ro make you eafie, my 


Lord, I cannot ſee why a Man that can ride fifty Mites 


after a poor Stag, fhonld be aſham'd of running twen- 
ty in Chaſe of a fine Woman, that in all probability, 
will make him ſo much the better ſport too, | Embracing. 
L. Mo. Dear Charles don't flatter my Diftemper, I 
own I ftilt follow her: Do yon think her Charms have 
power to excuſe” me to the World? | 
Sir Cha. Ay! ay! a fine Woman's an Excuſe for 
any thing; and the Scandal of being her Jeſt, is a Jeſt 
it felf; we are all forc'd to be their Fools, before we 
can be their Favourites. 5 | g 
L. Mo. Yon are wilting to give me hope, but] can't 
believe ſhe has the leaſt degree of Inclination for me. 
Sir Cha, I don't know that - I'm fure her Pride likes 
u, and that's generally your fine Lady's darling Paſ- 


1 | 
IL. Mo, Do you ſuppoſe if I could grow indifferent, 
Sir Cha. Sting her to the Heart — Will you take 
V SR 5 | 
L. Mo. I have no Relief but that. Had I not theenow 
and then to talk an Hour, my Life were inſupportable. 
Sir Cha, I am ſorry for that, my Lord — but mind 
what I ſay to. you But hold, firſt let me know 
the Particulars of your late Quarrel with her. 

L. Mo, Why about three Weeks ago, when 1 
was laſt here at Windſor, ſhe had for ſome Days 
treated me with a little more Reſerve, and another 
with more Freedom than I found my ſelf eaſie at. 

Sir Cha. Who was that other?  _ 

L. Mo. One of my Lord Foppington's Gang, the pert 
Coxcomb that's juſt come to a ſmall Eſtate, and a great 
Periwig he that Sings himfelf among the Wo- 
men — What d'ye call him; — He won't ſpeak to 
a Commoner, when a Lord's in Company — You al- 


ways ſee him with a Cane dangling at his Button, his 


Breaſt open, no Gloves, one Eye tuck'd under his Hat, 

and a Tooth- pick Startup, that's his Name. 
Sir Cha. O! I haye met him in a Viſit — but pray 

go on. | : 4 E. Mo. 


, : a... 
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L. Mo. So, diſputing with her about the Conduct of 
Women, I took the liberty to tell her how far 1 mou 
ſhe err'd in her's; ſhe told me I was rude, and that 
would never believe any Man could love a Woman, that 
thought her in the wrong in any thing ſhe had a Mind 


to, at leaft if he dar'd to tell ber ſo This provok'd me 


into her whole Character, with as much Spire and Civil 


Malice, as 1 have ſeen her beſtow upon a Woman of 


true Beauty, when the Men firſt Toaſted her; ſo in 
the middle of my Wiſdom, fhe told me, ſhe defir'd 
to be alone, that I would take my odious proud Heart 
along with me and trouble her no more 1 
bow'd very low, and as I left the Room, yow'd Tne- 
ver wou'd, and that my prond 'Heart ſhould never be 
humbled by the Outſide of a fine Woman — About 
an Hour after, I whip*d into my Chaiſe for London, 
and have never ſeen her fince, 855 e 
Sir Cha, Very well, and how did you find your 


proud Heart by that time yon got to Hounſlow ? 


IL. Mo. I am almoſt aſham'd to tell you I found 
her fo much in the right, that 1 curs'd my Pride for 
contradicting her at all, and began to think, accord» 
ing to ber Maxim, that no Woman could be in the 
wrong to a Man that 'ſhe had in her Power. | 

Sir Cha, Ha! ha! well, I'll tell you what you ſhall 
do. Tou can ſee her without trembling, I bope? 

L. Ao. Not if ſhe receives me well, 5 


S Cha, If ſhe receives you well you vm haye no \ 


occaſion for what I am 5 fay to ou 
Firſt, you ſhall Dine with her. | | 8 

L. Mo. How! Where! when! | 

Sir Cha, Here! here! at two a Clock. 

L. Mo. Dear Charles!“ he 

Sir Cha. My Wife's gone to invite her; when you 
ſee her firſt, be neither too humble, nor too ſtub- 
born; let her ſee by the Eaſe in your Behaviour, you 
are ſtill pleas'd in being near her, while ſhe is upon 
reaſonable Terms with you. This will either open the 
Door of an Eclarciſement, or quite ſhut it againſt you 
and if ſhe is till refolv'd to keep you out 


L. Mo. 
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I. Ao. Nay, if ſhe inſults me then, perhaps I may 

recover Pride enough to rally her by an over-acted 

1 Submiſſion. | VV 

j Sir Cha, Why, you improve, my Lord; this is the 
very thing I was going to propoſe to you. 

I. Mo. W as it, Faith! Hark you, dare you ſtand by me? 

| Sir Cha. Dare I! ay, to my laſt drop of Aſſurance, 

pgainſt, all the inſolent Airs of the proudeſt Beauty in 
Chriſtendom, | e 

| L. Mo. Nay, then Defiance to her — We two —- 

| Thou: haſt inſpir'd me, I find myſelf as valiant as a 

| "__ed Coward. ct o-G--- „ St 
Sir Cha. Courage, my Lord— I'll warrant we beat her. 


IL. Ao. My Blood ſtirs at the very thought on't; I 
long to be engage. | | 


- - 


Sir Cha; She'll certainly give Ground, when ſhe once 
= Tees you are thoroughly provok'd. _ | 
| IL. Mo. Dear Charles, thou art a Friend indeed. 
Pf FATE 6 SEES. 111 01% 
| Serv. Sir, my Lord Foppingias gives his Service, and 
if your Honour's at leiſure, Hell wait on you as ſoon | 
23 sũͤ˙ he's dreſs c. 4 175 6 


- - * 


L. Mo. Lord Foppington! is he in Town? 

Sir Cha. Yes —— I heard laſt Night he was come. 
Give my Service to his Lordſhip, and tell him, I ſhall 
be glad he'll do me the Honour of his Company here 
at Dinner. [Exit Serv.] We may have Occaſion for 

im in our Deſign upon Lady Betty. | | t 
I. Mo. What Uſe can we make of him? | 


Y Sir Cha, We'll ſee when he comes; at leaſt there's I 
no Danger in him; not but I ſuppoſe you know he's 

our Kival. 8 | F- HAS. 41 7 

L. Mo. Pſhah! a Coxcomb. B | 


Sir Cha Nay, don't deſpiſe him neither —— he's 
able to give you Advice; for though he's in Love with I 
the ſame Woman, yet to him ſhe has not Charms e- 
nough to give a Minute's Pain. bg 2's c 
L. Mo. Pr'ythee, what Senſe has he of Love? c 
Sir Cha. Faith very near as much as a Man of Senſe 
ought to have; I grant you he knows not how to a fe 
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i: ta Wome truly deſerving, but he has a pretty juſt © 


Eſteem for moſt Ladies about Town. ; 

L. Mo. That he follows, I grant you — for he ſel» 
dom viſits any of extraordinary Reputation. | 

Sir Cha. Have a care, I have ſeen him at Lady ; 
Betty Modiſh's. | 2 8 | 

L. Mo. To be laugh'd | JP | 

Sir Cha. Don't be too confident of that, the Women 
now begin to, laugh. With him, not At him: For he 
really ſometimes rallies his own Humour with ſo much 
Eaſe and Pleaſantry, that a great many Women begin 
to think he has no Follies at all, and thoſe he has, 
have been as much-owing to his Youth, and' a great. 
Eſtate, as want of natural Wit: *Tis true, he's often 
a Bubble to his Pleaſures, but be has always been wiſe- 
ly vain enough to keep himſelf. from being too nic 
the Ladies humble Servant in Love. 

L. Mo, There indeed I almoſt enyy him. 

Sir Cha, The Eaſineſs of his Opinion upon the Sex, | 
will go near to picque you We muſt have him. 

L. Mo. As you pleaſe — but what ſhall we da with 
our, ſelves till Dinner? 

Sir Cha. What think you of a Party at Picquet? 

L. Mo. O! you are too hard for me. 5 

Sir Cha. Fie! fie! what, when you play with bis Grace? b 

L. Mo. Upon my Soul, he gives me three Points. a 

Sir Cha. Does he? why then you ſhall give me but 
two — Here, Fellow, get Cards, ale See 198 


— 


Kc 
— 


— 


ACT II SCENE IL / 
The SCENE Lady Betty Modiſh's  Lodgings, 


Enter Lady Betty, and Lady Eaſy, meeting. 


L. Bet. H! my Dear: | gan overjoy'd to ſee you! I 
am ſtrangely happy to-day ; I have juſt re- 


ceiv'd my new Scarf from — and you are moſt 


critically come to give me your Opinion of it. 
L. Ea. O! your Servant, Madam, I am a very indif- 
ferent Judge, you know: * is it with * 
et. 


— —— — ——— — — 
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| | Senſe will adinire you for? 
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L. Bet. O! "tis impoſſible to tell you what itis! — 
»Tis all Extravagance both in Mode and Fancy; my Dear, 
I believe there's Six Thouſand Yards of Edging in it — 
Then ſuch an- enchanting Sloop from the Elbow — . 

ſomething ſo New, ſo Lively, ſo Noble, ſo Coquet and 
Charming — but you ſhall ſee it, my Dear — * 
L. Ea. Indeed 1 won't, my Dear; Iam reſolv'd to 
mortify you for being ſo wrongly fond of a Trifle. 
L. Bet. Nay now, my Dear, you are ill-natur'd. 

L. Ea. Why truly, I'm half angry to ſee a Woman of 
our Senſe, ſo warmly concern'd in the Care of her Out- 
ide; for when we have taken our beſt Pains about it, tis 

the Beauty of the Mind alone that gives us laſting Value. 

L. Bet. Ah! my Dear, my Dear! you have been a 

married Woman to a fine purpoſe indeed, that know 
ſo little of the Taſte of Mankind: Take my Word, a 
new Faſhion, upon a fine Woman, is often a greater 
Proof of her Value, than you are aware of, pO 
I. Ea, That I can't comprehend, for you ſee among 
the Men, nothing's more ridiculous than a new Faſhi- 
on. Thoſe of the firſt Senſe are always the laſt that 
come into em. 5 - 5 
L. Ber. That is, becauſe the only Merit of a Man is 
his Senſe; but doubtleſs the greateſt Value of a Woman 
is her Beauty; an homely Woman at the Head of a 
Faſhion, would not beallow'd in it by the Men, and con- 
ſequently not follow'd by the Women : So that to be 
ſucceſsful in one's Fancy, is an evident Sign of one's being 
a admir'd, and I always take Admiration br the beſt Proof 
of Beauty, and Beauty certainly is the Source of Power, 
as Power in all Creatures is the height of Happineſs, 

L. Ea. At this rate you would rather be thought 
Beautiful than Gd. . x; 

L. Bet. As I had rather Command than Obey : The 
wiſeſt homely Woman 'can't make a Man of Senſe of 

a Fool; but the verieſt Fool of a Beauty ſhall make an 
Aſs of a Stateſman; ſo that in ſhort, I can't ſee a Wo- 
man of Spirit has any Buſineſs in this World but to 
dreſs —— and make the Men like her, | 

L. Ea. Do you ſuppoſe this is a Principle the Men of 

* L. Ber, 


* G 
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L. Bet. I do ſuppoſe, that when I ſuffer any Man to 
like my Perſon, he ſhan't dare to find Fault with my 
Principle, | . e 

L. Ea. But Men of Senſe are not ſo eaſily humbled. 

L. Bet. The eaſieſt of any; ene has Ten thouſand: . 
times the Trouble with a Coxcomb, _ e 

L. Ea. Nay, that may be; for I have ſeen you throw 
away more good Humour in hopes of a Tendreſſe 
from my Lord Foppington, who loves all Women alike, _ 
than, would have made my Lord Morelove perfectly 
happy, who loves only you, | 5 

L. Bet. The Men of Senſe, my Dear, make the beſt 
Fools in the World; their Sincerity and good Breeding 
throws 'em ſo entirely into one's Power, and gives one 
ſuch an agreeable Thirſt of uſing em ill, to ſhew that 
Power — tis impoſſible not to quench it. 

L. Ea. But methinks, my Lord Morelove's Manner 
to you might move any Woman to a kinder Senſe of 
his Merit. E e 

L. Bet. Ay! but wou'd it not be hard, my Dear, for K 
poor weak Woman to have a Man of his Quality and Re- 
putation in her Power, and not let the World ſee him 
there? Wou'd any Creature ſit New drefs'd all Day in 
her Cloſet 2 Cou'd you bear to have a ſweet-fanſy'd Suit, 
and never ſhew it at the Play, or the Drawing - Room? 

L. Ea. But one wou'd not ride in't, methinks, or 
haraſs it out, when there's no occaſion. 


L. Bet. Pooh! my Lord Morelove's a meer Indian Da- . 


mask, one can't wear him out; o' my Conſcience Imuſt 
give him to my Woman at laſt, I begin to be known ; 
him: Had not I beſt leave him off, my Dear? for (poor 
Soul) I believe I have a little fretted him of late. 
L. Ea. Now tis to me amazing, how a Man of his 
Spirit can bear to be us'd like a Dog for four or five 
Years together — but nothing's a Vonder in Love; 
vet pray, when you found you cou'd not like him at 
firſt, why did you ever encourage him >a 
L. Bet. Why, what wou'd you have one do? for my 
part, I cou'd no more chooſe a Man by. my Eye, than a 
Shoe; one muſt draw em on a little to ſee if they are 
ight to one's Foot. B 2 | L. Ea. 
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L. Ea. But 1'd no more fool on with a Man I cou'd 
Not like, than 1'd wear a Shoe that pinch'd me. | 
L. Bet. Ay, but then a poor Wretch tells one, he'll 

widen em, or do any thing, and is ſo civil and ſilly, 

that one does not know how to turn ſuch a Trifle, as a 
pair of Shoes or. an Heart, upon a Fellow's Hands again. 

L. Ea. Well! J confeſs you are very happily diſtin- 
guifh'd among moſt Women of Fortune, to have a Man 
of my Lord Morelove's Senſe and Quality ſo long and 
Honourably in Love with you: For now-adays one 
hardly ever hears of ſuch a thing as a Man of Quality; 
in Love with the Woman he-wou'd marry : To be in 


Love now, is only having a Deſign upon a Woman, a 


modiſh way of declaring War againſt her Virtue, which 
they generally attack firſt, by toaſting up her Vanity. 


L. Bet. Ay, but the World knows that is not the 


Caſe between my Lord and me. 

L. Ea. Therefore I think you happy. 

L. Bet. Now 1 don't ſee it, I'll ſwear I'm better 
Pleas'd to know there are a great many fooliſh Fellows 


of Quality that take Occaſion to toaſt me frequently. 


L. Ea. I vow I ſhou'd not thank any Gentleman 
for toaſting me, and I have often wonder'd how a 
Woman of your Spirit cou'd bear a great many other 
Freedoms I have ſeen ſome Men take with you. 

L. Bet. As how, my Dear? come pr'ythee be free 
with me, for you muſt know, I love dearly to hearm 
Faults— Who is't you have obſery'd to be too free wit 
me? | | 

IL. Ea. Why there's my Lord Foppington; cou'd any 
Woman but you, bear to ſee him with a reſpectful 
Fleer ftare full in her Face, draw up his Breath and 
cry — Gad, you're handſome? * 


L. Bet. My Dear, fine Fruit will have Flies about it, 


but, poor things, they do it no harm: For, if you ob- 


ſerve, People are generally moſt 9 5 to chooſe that | 


that the Flies have been buſie with, ha! ha! 
L. Ea. Thou art a ſtrange giddy Creature. 
L. Ber. That may be from fo much Circulation of 
Thought, my Dear. 3 


N 1.4 
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L. Ea. But my Lord 1 1 married, and En 
wou'd not fool with him for his Lady's ſake; it may 
make her uneaſie, and | 
L.. Bett. Poor Creature, her Pride indeed makes her 
carry it off without taking any notice of it to me; tho? 
1 know ſhe hates me in her Heart, and I can't endure 
malicious, People, ſo I us'd to dine there once a-week, 
purely to give her Diſorder; if you had but ſeen, when 
my Lord and I fool'd a little, the Creature look'd ſo ugly. 
L. Ea. But I ſhou'd not think my Reputation ſafe; my 
Lord Foppington's a Man that talks often of his Amours, 
but ſeldom ſpeaks of Fayours that are refus'd him. 
I.. Bet. Pſhah! will any thing a Man ſays make a 
Woman leſs agreeable? Will his talking ſpoil one's 
Complexion, or put one's Hair out of order? and for 
Reputation, look you, my Dear, take it for a Rule, that 
as amongſt the lower Rank of People, no Woman 
wants Beauty that has Fortune; ſo amongſt People - of 
Fortune, no Woman wants Virtue that has Beauty: But 
an Eſtate and Beauty join'd, are of an unlimited, nay, a 
Power Pontifical, make one not onfp Abſolute, but In- 
fallible — A fine Woman's never in the wrong, or 
if we were, tis not the Strength of a poor Creature's 
Reaſon that can unfetter him —— ©! how I love ta 
hear a Wretch curſe himſelf for loving on, or now 
and then coming out with a 3 
| * Yet for the Plague of. human Race,“ 
„% This Devil has an Angel's Face, 3 
L. Ea. At this rate, I don't ſee you allow Reputa- 
tion to be at all Eſſential to a fine Woman, 
IL. Bet. Juſt as much as Honour to a great Man; 
Power always is above Scandal: Don't you hear Peo- 
ple fay, the King of France owes moſt of his Con- 
queſts to breaking his word? and waou'd not the Con- 
federates have a fine time on't, if they were only to 
go to War with Reproaches ? Indeed, my Dear, that 
Jewel Reputation is a very fanciful Buſineſs; one ſhall 
not ſee an homely Creature in Town, but wears it in 
her Mouth as monſtrouſly as the Indians do Bobs at 
their Lips, and it really becomes them juſt alike. 


— - 
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I. Ea. Have a care, my Dear, of truſting too far to 


Fower alone: For nothing is more ridiculous than the 
Fall of Pride; and Woman's Pride at beſt may be 
ſulpected to be more a Diftruſt, than à real Contempt 
of Mankind: For when we have ſaid all we can, a 


deſerving Husband is certainly our beſt Happineſs; 
and I don't queſtion but my Lord Morelove's Merit, 


in a little time, will make you think ſo too; for what- 


ever Airs you give your ſelf to the World, I am 


| ſure your Heart don't want good Nature. 


—— 


in the 


L. Bet. You are miſtaken, I am very ill-natur'd, 


tho your good Humour won't let you ſee it. 


L. Ea. Then to give me a Proof on't, let me ſee 
you refuſe to go immediately and dine with me, after 


I have promis'd Sir Charles to bring you, 


L. Bet. Pray don't ask me. 
Le. Why? Ho | 
L. Bet. Becauſe, to let you ſee I hate good Nature, 


III go without asking, that you mayn't have the Ma- 
" lice to ſay I did you a Fayour. 3 
I. Es. Thou art a mad Creature. [Ex. Arm in Arm. 


* 


© The SCENE changes to Sir Charles? Lodgings. | 
-. Lord Morelove and Sir Charles at Picquer. © 


Sir Cha, Come, my Lord, one ſingle Game for the | 
Tout, and ſo have done. | 


L. Mo. No, hang 'em, I have enough of em: Ill Cards 


are the dulleft Company in the World-- How muchis it? 
Sir Cha. Three Parties, 


I.. Mo. Fifteen Pound very well. 

_ *[While L. Mo. counts out his Money, a Servant gives 

Sir Cha. 4 Letter, which he reads to himſelf. 
Sir Cha, [to the Servant,] Give my Service, ſay I have 
Company dines with me; if 1 have time, I'll call there 
| * — — ha! ha! ha! Ex. Serv. 
L. Mo, What's the Matter — there — ö 
ui Paying the Money. 


. I Sir Cha. The old Affair my Lady Graveairs. 
I. A. O! pr'ythee, how does that go on?; 


„ wo 
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Sir Cha. As agreeably as a Chancery Suit : For now 
it's come to the intolerable Plague of my not being able 


to get rid on't; as you may ſee — [Giving the Letter. 


* 


the Place, 


L, Mo. [Reads.] ** Your Behaviour ſince I came to 
„ Windſor, has convinc'd me of your Villan 
«« without my being ſurpriz'd, or angry at it: 

« defire you would let me ſee you at my Lodg - 

* ings immediately, where I ſhall have a better Op- 

„ portunity to conyince you, that I never can, or 
„ © poſitively will be as I have been, Yours, c. 
A very whimſical Letter ! — Faith, I think ſhe has hard 
luck with you; if a Man were oblig'd to have a Miſ- 
treſs, her Perſon and Condition ſeem to be cut out for 
the Eaſe of a Lover: For ſhe's a young, handſome, 


wild, well-jointured Widow But what's your Quarrel ? 


Sir Cha. Nothing —- ſhe ſees the Coolneſs happens 


to be firſt on my. ſide, and her Buſineſs with me-now, 
1 ſuppoſe, is to convince me, how heartily ſhe's vex d, 


that ſhe was not beforehand with me. 
L. Mo. Her Pride and your Indifference muſt occa- 
fion a pleaſant Scene ſure; what do you intend to do? 

Sir Cha. Treat her with a cool familiar Air, till I 


* her to forbid me her Sight, and then take her 
at | 


er Word. ; 3 5 

IL. Mo. Very gallant and provoking. [Enter a Serv. 

Serv. Sir, my Lord Foppington I Exit. 

Sir Cha. O — now, my Lord, if you have a mind to 

be let into the Myſtery of making Love without Pain, 

— here's one that's a Maſter of the Art, and ſhall 
declaim to ou | i 

nter Lord Foppington, 


4, 
* 
„* 


; My dear Lord Foppington ! 


L. Fop, My Dear Agreeable! Que CA | Vembraſſe ! 


Pardi ! Il y.a Cent Anns que Je ne Tay veu —my Lord, 
1 am your Lordſhip's moſt obedient humble Servant. 


L. Mo. My Lord, I kiſs your Hands— I hope we 


ſhall have you here ſome Time; you ſeem to have 
laid in a Stock of Health to be in at the Diverſions of 


'You look N well. : 575 
L. Fop, To ſee one's Friends look fo, my Lord, 
"2 ns | — 
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may eaſily give a Vermeile to one's Complexion, 

Sir Cha. Lovers in hope, my Lord, always haye a 
viſible Brillant in their Eyes and Air, | 

L. Fop. What doſt thou mean, Charles! 

Sir Cha. Come, come, confeſs what really brought 
you to Windſor, now you have no Buſineſs there? 

IL. Fop. Why two Hours, and fix of the beſt Nags 
in Chriſtendom, or the Devil drive me. 
I.. Mo, You make haſte, my Lord. of 

L. Fop. My Lord, I always fly when I purſue —But 
they are well kept indeed —T love to have Creatures. go 
as I bid 'em; you have ſeen em, Charles, but ſo has 
all the the World; Foppington's Long-tails are known 
in every Road in England. 3 | 
Sir Cha, Well, my Lord, but how came they to 

bring you this Road? You don't uſe to take theſe ir- 
legular Jaunts without ſome Deſign in your Head of 
having more than Nothing to do. | | 
IL. Fop. Pſhah! Pox! pr'ythee Charles, thou know'ſt 
I am a Fellow ſans Conſequence, be where I will, 

Sir Cha. Nay, nay, this is too much among Friends, 
my Lord; come, come, — we muſt have it, your real 
' Buſineſs here? | : 

I.. Fop. Why then, Entre Nous, there is a certain Fille 
de Joye about the Court here that loves Winning at 
Cards better than all the fine things I have been able 
to ſay to her, — fo I have brought an odd Thouſand 

Bill in my Pocket that 1 defign Tete a Tete, to play off 
with her at Picquet, or ſo; and now the Buſineſs is out. 

Sir Cha. Ah! anda very good Buſineſs, too, my Lord, 

L. Fop. If it be well done, Charles . 

Sir Cha. That's as you manage your Cards, my Lord. 

L. Mo. This muſt be a Woman of Conſequence, by 
the Value you ſet upon her Favours. - 
Sir Cha. O! Nothing's aboye the Price of a fine 


Woman. 


L. Fop. Nay, look you, Gentlemen, the Price may 
not happen to be altogether ſo high neither — For I 
fanſie I know enough of the Game, to make it but an 
eyen Pett I get her for nothing, 2 

8 s « Mo. 


Ie 
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I. Fop. Becauſe, if the happen to loſe a good Sum- 
to me, I ſhall buy her with her own Mony. | 
L. Mo. That's new, I confeſs. ne: 3 
L. Fop, You know, Charles, tis not impoſſible but L 
may be five hundred Pound deep with her, — then Bills 
may fall ſhort, and the Devil's in't if I want Aſſurance 
to ask her to pay me ſome way or other. OO 
Sir Cha. And a Man muſt be a Churl indeed, that 
won't take a Lady's Perſonal Security; hah! hah! hah!” 
L..Fop. Heh heh heh!” thou art a Devil, Charles. 
L. Mo. Death! how happy is this Coxcomb ? [ A ſide. 
IL. Fop. But to tell you the Truth, Gentlemen, — 
J had another preſſing Temptation that brought me: 
hither, which was — my Wife. 5 
L. Mo. That's kind indeed, my Lady has been here: 
this Month, ſhe'll be glad to fee you. | 
L. Fop.. That I don't know; for I defign this Aﬀter-- 
noon to ſend her to London. 1 * 
L. Mo. What! the ſame Day you come, my Lord ?: 
that would be Cruel. 5 a 
L. Fop. Ay, but it will be mighty convenient; for ſhe- 
is poſitively of no manner of Uſe in my Amours. 
L. Mo. That's your Fault, the Town thinks her a 


yery yt ane 15 
I. Fop. If ſh 


e were a Voman of the Town, perha 

I ſhou'd think fo too; but ſhe happens to bemy Wife, 
and when a Wife is once given to deſerve more than: 
her Husband's Inclinations can pay, in my Mind ſhe: 
has no Merit at all.” | 32 * 
I. Mo, She's extreamly well-bred; and of a. yerys 
prudent Conduct. 3 5 | * 4 
L. Fop. Um —ay—the Woman's proud enough. 
L. Mo; Add tg this, all the World allows her hand- 
fome. * Ls 1 . 4 
L, Fop. The World's extreamly civil, my Lord; 
and I ſhould take it as a Favour done to me, if they 
could find an Expedient to unmarry the poor Woman 
from the only Man in the World that can't think herr 
nandſome.- | eee 5 


oo — 
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L. Mo. I believe there are a great many in the World 
that are ſorry tis not in their Power to unmarry her. 

L. Fop. I am a great many in the World's very hum- 
dle Servant, and whenever they find 'tis in their Power, 

_ *their High and Mighty Wiſdoms may command me at 
a quarter of an Hour's warning. a of goa 
L. Mo. Pray, my Lord, what did you marry for? 
L. Fop. To pay my Debts at Play, and diſinherit my 
younger Brother. 45 | | 
I. Mo. But there are ſome Things due to a Wife, 

L. Fop. And there are ſome Debts I don't care to pay 
to both which 1 plead Husband, and my Lord. 

L. Mo. If I ſhould do ſo, I ſhou'd expect to have 
my own Coach ſtopt in the Street, and to meet my 
Wife with the Windows up in a Hackney. 01 
I. Fep. Then wou'd I put in Bail, and order a ſepa- 
rate Maintenance. e 

L. Mo. So pay double the Sum of the Debt, and b 
marry'd for nothing, | 

L. Fop. Now I think deferring a Dun, and getting rid 
of one's Wife, are two the moſt agreeable Sweets in 
the Liberties of an Fnglih Subject. 

L. Mo. If I were marry'd, 1 wou'd as ſoon part 
From my Eſtate, as my Wife. 3 

L. Fop. Now I wou'd not, Sun- burn me if I wou'd. 

„T. %. Death! But ſince you are thus indifferent, 
my Lord, why would you needs marry a Woman of 
0 much Merit? Cou'd not you have laid out your 
Spleen upon ſome ill-natur'd Shrew, that wanted the 
Plague of an ill Husband, and haye let her alone to 
ſome plain, honeſt. Man of Quality that wou'd have de- 
| fery'd her? | T | 
IL. Fop. Why faith, my Lord, that might have been 
conſider'd; but 1 really grew ſo paſſionately fond of 
her Fortune, that, Curſe catch me, I was quite blind to 
the reſt of her. good Qualities: For to tell you the 
* Truth, if it had been poſſible the old Put of a Peer 
cou'd have toſs'd me in t'other five Thouſand for 
*em, by my Conſent, ſhe ſhou'd have relinquiſh'd her 
Merit and Virtues to any of her younger . 


good for nothing. but to make her proud, and put the 


Love, they expect of a Man, juſt as they do of a 
Coach-Horſe, that one's Appetite, like t'other's Fleſh, 
Thould increaſe by Feeding. 88 


"gliſh Stomach. 


now think, for an hearty Meal, no Wild Fowl in Eu- 


Plain Slice of my Wife's Woman, than my Guts full of 


L.. Fop. That's true, my; Lord, tho! I don't think | 
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Sir Cha, Ay, ay; my Lord, Virtues in a Wife are 


World in mind of her Husband's Faults, __ 
L. Fop. Right, Charles: And ſtrike me Blind, but 
the Women of Virtue are now grown ſuch Ideots in 


Sir. Cha. Right, my Lord, and don't conſider that 
Toutjours Chapons Bouilles will never do with an En- 


e Ha! ha! ha! To tell youthe Truth, Charles; 
I have known ſo much of that ſort of Eating, that I 


rope is comparable to a Joint of Banſtead Mutton, 
L. Mo. How do you mean? | 5 
L. Fop. Why, that for my Part, I had rather have 2 


e' er an Ortolan Dutcheſs in Chriſtendo m. 
I. Mo. But 1 thought, my Lord, your chief Buſi- 
neſs now at Windſor had been your Deſign upon a Wo- 


3 4 


man of Quality. 


your fine Lady the beſt Diſh my ſelf, yet a Man of 
Quality can't be without ſuch, Things at his Table. 
L. Mo. O! then you. only deſire the Reputation: of 
an ABT wick bers GG Es 

L. Fop, I think the Reputation is the moſt inviting 
Part of an Amour with moſt Women of Quality. 
E Why jo. wy Lon? 4s 
L. Fop. Why who the Devil wou'd run thro” all the 
Degrees of Form and Ceremony, that lead one up to the 
laſt Favour, if it were not for the Reputation of Un- 
derſtanding the neareſt Way to get over the Difficulty > 
L. Mo. But, my Lord, does not the Reputation of 
your being ſo general an Undertaker frighten the Wo-* 
men from engaging with you? fer they ſay, no Man 
can love but One at a time. 5 1 
L. Fop. That's juſt one more than ever I came up 
to: For, (top my Breath, if ever I loy'd one in * Life. 
1 5 e Mo. 
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L. Mo. How do you get 'em then? i | 
L. Fop. Why ſometimes as they get other People, I 
dreſs, and let them get me; Or, if that won't do, as [ 
got my Title, I buy 'em. | 5 
L. Mo. But how can you, that profeſs Indifference, 
think it worth your while to come ſo often up to the 
Price of a Woman of Quality? | | 
Li. Fop. Becauſe you muſt know, my Lord, that moſt 
of them-begin now to come down to Reaſon; I mean 
thoſe that are to be had, for ſome die Fools: But with 
the wiſer ſort, 'tis not of late ſo very expenſive; now 
and then a Partie Quarrie, a Jaunt or two in a Hack to 
an Indian Houſe, a little China, an Odd Thing for a 
Gown, or ſo, and in Three Days after you meet her at 
the Conveniency of trying it Chez Madamoiſelle D' Epingle. 
Sir Cha. Ay, ay, my Lord, and when you are there, 
ou know, what between a little Chat, a Diſh of Tea, 
Madamoiſelle's good Humour, and a Petit Chanſon, or 
two; the Devil's in't if a Man can't fool away the 
Time, till he ſees how it looks upon her by Candle-light, 
L. Fop. Heh! heh! well ſaid, Charles, I'gad I fanſy 
thee and I have unlac'd many a Reputation there 
Your great Lacy is as ſoon undreſt as her Woman, 
IL. Mo. I could never find it ſo — the Shame, or 
Scandal of a Repulſe, always made me afraid of at- 
tempting a Woman of Condition. | 
Sir. Cha. Ha! ha! I'gad, my Lord, you deſerve to 
be ill us'd, your Modeſty's enough to ſpoil any Wo- 
man in the World; but my Lord and I underſtand the 
Sex x little better, we ſee plainly that Women are only 
Cold, as ſome Men are Brave, from the Modeſty or 
Fear of thoſe that attack em. _— 
I. Fop, Right Charles—a Man ſhould no more give 
wp his Heart to a Woman, than his Sword to a Bully; 
they are both as inſolent as the Devil after it. 
Sir Cha. How do you like that, my Lord? | 
oy "Aſide to L. Mo. 
L. Mo. Faith I envy him — But, my Lord, ſuppoſe. 
your Inclination ſhould ſtumble upon a Woman truly 
virtuous, would nota ſevere Repulſe from ſuch an one 


put you ſtrangely out of Countenance I. Fop. 


— —  —— 
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L. Fop. Not at all, my Lord--——for if a Man don't 
mind a. Box o' the Ear in a fair Struggle with a freſh: 
Country Girl, why the Duce ſhould he be concern'd at. 
an Impertinent Frown for an Attack upon a Woman. 
of Quality}. 5 . 
L. Mo, Then you have no Notion ofa Lady's Cruelty? 
L. Fop. Ha! ha! let me Blood, if I think there's. a 
grower Jeſt in Nature. I am ready to crack my Guts with 
aughing to ſee. a ſenſeleſs. Flirt, becauſe the Creature 
happens to have alittle Pride that ſhe calls Virtue about 
her, give her ſelfall the Inſolent Airs of Reſentment and 
Diſdain to an honeſt Fellow, that all the while does not 
care three Pinches of Snuff if ſhe and her Virtue were to 
run with their laſt Favours thro” the firſt Regiment of 
Guards Ha !. ha! it puts me in Mind of an 
Affair of mine, ſo: impertinent ki Cd, 5 
L. Mo. O! that's impoſſible, my Lord. pray 
let's hear it. 123 ES = 
L. Fop. Why 1-happen'd-once to be very well in a cer» 
tain Man of Quality's Family, and his Wife lik'd me. 
L. Mo, How do you know ſhe lik'd you? | 
L. Fop, Why from the very Moment I told her L. 
lik'd her; ſhe never durſt truſt her ſelf at the end of a 
Room with me. . a : 
L. Mo. That might be her not liking you. 171 
L. Fop. My Lord . Women of Quality dontt 
uſe to ſpeak the thing plain but to ſatisfy you I 
did not want Encouragement, I never came there in 
my Life, but ſhe did. immediately ſmile, and borrow. 
my Snuff-Box. x” Ep on. 
L. Mo. She lik'd your Snuff at leaſt: Well, but. 
how did ſhe uſe you? TIO 
L. Fop. By all that's Infamous ſhe Jilted me. 
L. Mo. How! Jitt you? __— 
L. Fop. Ay, Death's Curſe, ſhe Jilted me. 
L. Mo. Pray let's hear, | : | 
L. Fop. For when I was pretty well convinc'd ſhe hag. 
a mind to me, Ione Day made her a. Hint of an Ap» 
pointment : upon which, with an Inſolent Frown in her 
Face (that made her lock as ugly as the Devil) ſhe told 
| | | Me. 


38 The Carols Hichund. 


"know that ſhe had forbidden me the Houſe before — 
Did you ever hear of ſuch a Slut ? 
Sir Cha. Intolerable! - © 
L. Mo. But how did her Anſwer agree with on y 
L. Fop. O, paſſionately well! Fort ſtar'd full in ker 
Fice and burſt out Thaifbiag; at which ſhe-turn'd up- 
on her Heel, and gave a crack with her Fan. like a 


and Comp exion of an'intens'd Turkey-Cock, - 
A Servant whiſpers Sir Charles, 
L. Mo: What did you then? 2 
L. Fep. I ——look'd after her, gap'd, threw up the 
Salt; and fell a ſinging out of the Window. —fo that you 
"fee, my Lord, while a Man is not in Love, there's no 
great Affliction in miſſi ing one's way to a Woman, 
Sir Cha. Ay, ay, you talk this very well, my Lord; 
but now let's ſee how you dare behave your ſelf upon 
Action —= Dinner's fery'd, and the Ladies ftay for us 
| There's one within "has been too hard for as 
brisk a Man as your ſelf, | 


Tord, he'll prove your Courage for you. 

I. Fey. Will ſhe! then ſhe's an undone Creature, 
For let me tell yolt,. Getitheman, Courz e is the whole 
My ſtery of making Love and of more ſe 

is im War; for the braveſt Fellow in Europe may beat his 
Brains out 7gainft the ſtubborn Walls of a Towa — But 
| Women, Born to be controll'd, , 

« Stoop to the Forward, and the Bold. [Exeunt. 


— 


ACT Il. SCENE. L 
Te SCENE continues. 
Enter Lord Morelove and Sir Charles. 


I. Mo. g O! Did not I bear up bravely > _ 
Sir Cha, Admirably ! with the Beſt-bred In. 


8 —— 
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me, that if ever I came thither again, her Lord mould 255 f 


Coach-whi „and Bridl'd out of the Room with the Air | 


IL. Mo. 1 leueſs\ who you mean — Have a Care, my 


than Conduct 


ſolence i in Nature, you inſulted ikea Woman of Quality 
5 When 


Gs 
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when her Country-bred Husband's Jealous of her in 
the wrong Place. e | h 


L. Mo. Ha! ha! Did you obſerve, when I firſt came 
into the Room, how careleſly ſhe bruſh'd her Eyes o- 
ver me, and when the Company faluted me, ftood all 
the while with her Face to the Window > ha! ha! 
Sir Cha, What aſtoniſh'd Airs ſhe gave her ſelf, 
when you ask'd her, what made her ſo grave upon 
her o Trigeadss © fg bh A 
L. Mo. And whenever I offer'd any thing in Talk, 
what affected Care ſhe took to direct her Obſervations 
of it to a third Perſon? | | 
Sir Cha. I obſerv'd ſhe did not eat above the Rump 
of a Pidgeon all Dinner Time. | 
I.. Ao. And how ſhe colour'd when I told her her 
Lady ſhip had loſt her Stomach. 4 4 
Sir Cha. If you keep your Temper ſhe's undone. 
L. Mo. Provided ſhe ſticks to her Pride, 1 believe l may; 
Sir Cha. Ah! never fear her; I warrant in the Humour 
ſhe is in, fhe would as ſoon part with her Senſe of Feeling. 
L. Mo. Well! what's to be done next? - _ + - 
Sir Cha. Only obſerve her Motions; for by her Beha- 
viour at Dinner, Tam fure ſhe deſigns to gall you with 
my Lord Foppington; if ſo, you muſt even ſtand her Fire, 
and then play my Lady. Graveairs upon her, whom 1'Il 
immediately Pique, and prepare for your Purpoſe, 
I. Mo. 1 underſtartd you the propereſt Wo- 
man in the World too, for ſhe'll certainly encourage 
the leaſt Offer from-me, in hopes of 'Reyenging her 
Slights upon you. | 
Sir Cha. Right; and the very Encouragement ſhe 
gives you, at the ſame time will give me a Pretence 
to widen the Breach of my Quarrel to her. f 
L. Mo, Beſides, Charles, I own I am fond of any At- 
tempt that will forward a Miſunderſtanding there, for 
your — ſake: A Woman ſo truly _ in her Na- 
ture, ought to have ſomething more from a Man, than 
bare Occaſions to prove her Goodneſs, 5% 
Sir Cha. Why then, upon Honour, my Lord, to give 
you Proof that I am poſitively the beſt Hausband : * 
| | __ the 


— , rr 
- * : v 9 * 


the World, my Wife — 
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out. 
I.. Mo, That may be her bein 
World: She, may be, won't find you out. 
Sir Cha. Nay, if ſhe won't tell a Man of his Faults, 


| when ſhe ſees em, how the Duce ſhould he mend em? 
but however, you ſee I am going to leave em off as 


faſt as I can, ; 


L. Mo. Being tir'd of a Woman is indeed a pretty 


_ telerable Aſſurance of a Man's*not deſigning to Fool 


Here ſhe comes, and if I don't 


on with her 


miſtake, Brim-full of Reproaches — Tou can't take 


her in a better Time I'll leave you. 
Enter Lady Graveairs. 


Jour Ladyſhip's moſt humble Servant, is the Company 


broke up, pray? 


L. Gra. No, my Lord, they are juſt talking of Baſſet; 
my Lord Foppington has a mind to Tally, if your Lord- 


| hip would encourage the Table. 
IL. Mo. O Madam, with all my Heart! But Sir Charles, 


2 know, is hard to be got to it; Il leave your Lady- 
hip to prevail with him. Ex. L. Mo. 


Sir Charles and Lad) Graveairs ſalute coldly, and 


triſte ſometime before they ſpeak. 
L. Gra, Sir Charles, I ſent you a Note this Morning — 
Sir Cha. Yes, Madam, but there were ſome Paſla- 


ges I did not expect from your Ladyſhip; you ſeem'd 


* 


to tax me with Things that 


L. Gra. Look you, Sir, 'tis not at all material, whether 
I tax d you with any thing or no: I don't in the leaſt deſire 
to: hear you clear-your ſelf, upon my Word, you may be 
very eaſie as to that Matter; for my Part, I am mighty 
well ſatisfy'd, things are. as they are; all Thaveto ſay to 
you is, that you need not give your ſelf the Trouble to 
call at my Lodgings this Afternoon, if you ſhould have 


Time, as you were pleas'd to ſend me Word 


and ſo your Servant, Sir. — that's all ·— [Going 


Sir Cha. Hold, Madam. i 


— 


me back that will ſignify any thing, I can aſſure you. 


L. Gra. Look you, Sir Charles, tis not your calling 


never yet found me 


the beſt Wife in the | 


Ng 


3 
8 
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Sir Cha. Why this extraordinary. Haſte, Madam 2: 


L. Gra. In ſhort, Sir Charles, I have taken a great ma- 


4 


told you | would poſitively bear no longer: 


ny things from you of late, that you know I have often 
But 


I ſee things are in vain, and the more People ſtrive to 


' oblige People, thelefs they are thank'd for't : And ſince 
. there muſt be an end of one's Ridiculouſneſs one time or 


other, I don't ſee any time ſo proper as the preſen, 


and therefore, Sir, I de ſire you'd think of kerma - accor- 


dingly — your Servant 


| Going, he holds her. 
Sir Cha. Nay, Madam, let's ſtart fair however; you 


cught at leaſt to ſtay till I'm as ready as your Lady- | 


ſhip; and then ——— if we muſt part ——— 

Adieu ye ſilent Grots, and ſhady Groves; 
Ye ſoft Amuſements of our growing Loves; 
AﬀeFedly & Adieu ye whiſper'd Sighs that fann'd the 

2 Fire, 8 1 | 

(And all the thrilling Joys of young Deſixe. 
L. Gra. O mighty well, Sir: I am very glad we are 
at laſt come to a rightUnderftanding, the only way I have 
long wiſh'd for; not but 1'd have you to know, I ſee 
your 'Deſign through all your painted Eaſe of Reſig- 


nation; I know you'd give your Soul to make me un- 


eaſie now. * 9 331 a 7 

Sir Cha. O fie, Madam, upon my Word, I would 
not make you uneaſie, if it were in my Power. 

L. Gra. O dear Sir, you need not take ſuch Care, up- 
on my Word; you'll find I can part with you without 
the leaſt Diſorder — I'll try at leaſt, and fo once more, 
and for ever, Sir, your Servant: Not but you muſt 
give me leave to tell you, as my laſt Thought of you 
too that I do think you area Villain —— 

| [Exit haſtily.” 


0 Cha. O your very humble Servant, Madam 


| 4 7 [ Bowing low. 
What a charming Quality is a Woman's Pride, that's 
ſtrong enough to refuſe a Man her Favours, when he's 
weary of em — Ah! [Lady Graveairs returns. 
L. Gra. Look you, Sir Charlegs—don't preſume upon 
the Eaſineſs of my Temper :. For to convince you that I 
| am 
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I am poſitively in earneſt in this matter, I deſire you would 
ler me have what Letters you have had of mine ſince you 
came to Windſor, and I expect you'll return the reſt, as I 
will yours, as ſoon as we come to London. 


| 


I always put Snuff in 'em, and ſo they were out, 
won't ſtir without em. 2280 
Sir Cha. Ha! Then I muſt be civil, I ſee. * 
Perhaps, Madam, I have no Mind to part with them 
— or you. ; TOO 
L. Gra. Look you, Sir, all thoſe ſort of things are 
in vain, now there's an End of every thing between 
us lf you ſay you won't give em, I muſt e'en 
get em as well as I can, _ | | 
Sir Cha. Hah! that won't do then, I find. [ Aſide. 
f L. Gra. Who's there? Mrs, Edging — Your keeping 
| 


70 


N Enter Edging, | 
- _Edg. Did your Ladyſhip call me, Madam? 
L. Gra. Ay, Child, pray do me the Favour to fetch 


| '@ Letter, Sir, won't keep me, I'll aſſure yo 


my Scarf out of the Dining-Koom., 
-  Edg. Yes, Madamon—_ *" 5 
Sir Cha. O! then there's Hope —_—_ ſide. 
Eadg. Ha: ſhe looks as if my Maſter had quarrel'd 
with her; F hope ſhe's going away in a Huff — ſhe 
"ſhan't ſtay for her Scarf, I warrant her—This x art 


*- 


2 | [Aſide. Exit ſmiling. 
L. Gra. Pray, Sir Charles, before I go, give me 
why you haye 


leave now, after all, to ask you 
*us'd me thus? N 
Sir Cha. What is it you call Ufage, Madam ? 
I. Gra. Why then, ſince you will have it, how 
comes it you have been ſo groſly Careleſs and Ne- 


= 


in I have deſerv'd this | 
Sir Cha, Why then, ſeriduſſy, Madam 
2» "Re-enter Edging with a Scarf. 
We are interfupted—— OOO. 
Eag. Here's your Ladyſhip's Scarf, Madam. 


<a 
”—" i 
* 


Sir Cha. Upon my Faith, Madam, I never keep any, 


L. Gra. Sir Charles, 1 muſt have em, for poſitivly ! 


glectful of me of late? Only tell me ſeriouſly where- | 


L. Gra. 


— „ wy wy OA 


2 


8 


man that expects l 


vernment. 


- 
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L. Gra. Thank you, Mrs. Edging—O law! pray will 


Fou ler ſome Body get me a Chair to the Door, 


Fag. Humb! ſhe might have told me that before, if 
ſhe hid been in ſuch haſte to go— (Exit. 
L. Gra. Now, Sir. : 


Sir Cha. Then ſeriouſly, Ifay, Iam of late grown ſo 
very lazy in my Pleaſures, that I had rather loſe a Wo- 
man, than go through the Plague and Trouble of hav- 


ing or keeping her; and to be free, 1 have found ſo 
much even in my Acquaintance with you, whom I 


. confeſs to be a Miſtreſs in the Art of pleaſing, that I 


am from henceforth reſoly'd to follow no Pleaſure that 
ariſes above the Degree of Amuſement — and that Wo- 
Raoul make her my Buſineſs; why 
like my Buſineſs, is then in a fair way of being 
forgot: When once ſhe comes to reproach me wit 


Vows, and Uſage, and Stuff, —I had as lief hear her 
talk of Bills, Bonds and Ejectments; her Paſſion be- 


comes as troubleſome as a Law-ſuit, and I would as 
ſoon converſe with my Solicitor — In ſhort, 1ſhall never 


care Six-pence for any Woman that won't be Obedient.--- 
I. Gra. I'll ſwear, Sir, you have a very free way of 
treating People; I am glad I am fo well acquainted 
with your Principles however and you'd have 
me Obedient?: | | ! 


Sir Cha. Why not? my Wife's ſo, and I think ſhe | 


| has as much Pretence to be proud, as your Lady ſhip. 


L. Gra. Lard! is there no Chair to be had, I wonder? 
Enter Edging. 
Edg. Here's a Chair, Madam, „ 
L. Gra. Tis very well, Mrs. Edging :—Pray will you 
let ſome Body get me a Glaſs of Air Neri, 
Edg. Humh! her Huff 's almoſt over, I ſuppoſe, — 


J ſee he's a Villain ſtill. Exit. 


L. Gra. Well that was the prettieſt Fancy about Obegi- 
ence ſure that ever was! Certainly a Woman of Condition 


muſt be.infinitely happy under the Dominion of ſo gene- 


rous a Lover! But how came you to forget Kicking and 
2 Huippt all this while? methinks you ſhould not have 
left ſo falhionable an Article out of your Scheme of Go 
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Sir Cha, Um! — No there's too much Trouble in that, 
though I haye known them of admirable Uſe in the Re- 
formation of ſome humourſome Gentlewomen, 


L. Gra. But one thing more and I have done — Pray 
what degree of Spirit muſt the Lady have, that is to 


make herſelf happy under ſo much Freedom, Order 


and Tranquillity ? | 
Sir Cha, O! ſhe muſt at leaſt have as much Spirit 


as your Ladyſhip, or ſhe'd give me no Pleaſure in 


breaking it, | | 
L. Gra. No; that would be troubleſome — You had 
better take one that's broken to your Hand, — there are 
ſuch Souls to be hir'd, I believe; t ings that will rub your 
Temples in an Evening till you fall faſt afleep in their 
Laps. Creatures too that think their Wages their Re- 
ward; I fanſy, at laſt, that will be the beſt Method for 
the lazy Paſſion of a marry'd Man, that has outliy'd his 
any other Senſe of Gratification, EE... 
Sir Cha. Look you, Madam I have loy'd you 
very well a great while; now you wou'd have me love 
you better and longer, which is not in my Power to 
do, and I don't think there's any Plague upon Earth 


like a Dun that comes for more Money than one's | 


ever likely to be able to pay, 5 5 
I. Gra. A Dun! do you take me for a Dun, Sir ? 
do l come a Dunning to you? Walks in an Heat. 
Sir Cha, H'ſt! don't expoſe your elf here's 
Company. | 


L. Gra. I care not A Dun! You ſhall ſee, Sir, 


I can revenge an Affront, tho* 1 deſpiſe the Wretch 
that offers it — A Dun! Oh! 1 cou'd die with laugh- 
ing at the Fancy, | "LEN. 
Sir Cha. So! ſhe's in admirable Order — Here 
comes my Lord, and I'm afraid in the very Nick of his 
Occaſion for her. | | 
; Exter Lord Morelove. on 
E. Mo. O Charles! Undone again! all's loſtand ruin'd, 
Sir Cha. What the matter now? f 
IL. Mo. I have been playing the Fool yonder even to 


Contempt, my ſenſeleſs Jealouſie has confeſs'd a * 
; Neils 


H.: 
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The Careleſs Husband, 43 


| neſs I never ſhall forgive my ſelf —— She has inſulted 
on it to that Degree too —- I can't bear the Thought — 


O Charles! this Devil ftill is Miſtreſs of my Heart, 
and I could daſh my Brains to think how groſly too I 
have let her know it, | | „ | 

Sir Cha. Ah! how it would tickle her if ſhe ſaw 


you in this Condition: Ha! ha! ha! 


L. Mo. Pr'ythee don't torture me: Think of ſome 
preſent Eaſe, or I ſhall burſt | | 

Sir Cha, Well, well, let's hear, pray — what 
has ſhe done to you? ha! ha! 

L. Mo. Why, ever ſince I left you, ſhe treated me with 
ſo much Coolneſs and ill Nature, and that thing of a 
Lord with ſo much laughing Eaſe, ſuch an acquainted, 
ſuch a ſpiteful Familiarity, that at the' laſt ſhe ſaw and 
triumph'd in my Uneaſineſs. | | 

Sir Cha. Well! and ſo you left the Room in a Pet? ha! 

L. Mo. O worſe, worſe till! for at laſt, with half 
Shame and Anger in my Looks, I thruſt my ſelf be- 
tween my Lord and her, preſs'd her by the Hand, and 
ina Whiſper, trembling begg'd her in Pity of her ſelf 
and me, to ſhew her good Humour only where ſhe 
knew it was truly valued; at which ſhe broke from me 
with 2 cold Smile, ſat her down by the Peer, whiſper'd 
him, and burſt into a loud Laughter in my Face. 

Sir Cha. Ha! ha! then would I have given fifty Pound 
to have ſeen your Face: Why what, in the Name of 


Common Senſe, had you to do with Humility? Will 


pou never have enough on't? Death! twas ſetting a 

ighted Match to Gunpowder to blow your ſelf up. 
L. Mo. I ſee my Folly now, Charles — but what 
ſhall I do with the Remains of Life that ſhe has left me? 
Sir Cha. O throw it at her Feet by all means, put on 
your Tragedy Face, catch faſt hold of her Petticoat, whip 
out your Handkerchief, and in point Blank Verſe, deſire 
her 'one way or other, to make an End of the Buſineſs, 
| [ In a whining Tone. 

L. Mo. What a Fool doſt thou make me ? 

Sir Cha. I only ſhew you, as you come out of her 

Hands, my Lord, | x | L A1. 
: « 420, 
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L. Me. How contemptibly have I behav'd my ſelf? | 
Sir Cha. That's according as you bear her Behaviour. 
L. Mo. Bear it! no: I thank thee, Charles,. f. 
thou haſt wak'd me now; and if I bear it — What 


have you done with my Lady Graveairs? _ 
Sir Cha. Your Buſineſs, I believe — She's ready 
for you, ſhe's juſt gone down Stairs, and if you don't 
make haſte after her, I expect her back again with a 
Knife or a Piſtol, preſently. Eg 
L. Mo. 1 Il go this Minute. 
Sir Cha. No, ſtay a little, here comes my Lord: 
We'll fee what we can get out of him firſt, | 
L. Mo, Methinks I now could laugh at her. 
E᷑nter Lord Foppington. 


©. 2 


o 
Ko 4 


L. Fop. Nay, pr'ythee, Sir Charles, let's have a lit- | 


tle of thee — We have been ſo Chagrin without thee, 
that, ſtap my Breath, the Ladies are gone half a-ſleep 


to Church for want of thy Company. 


Sir Cha, That's hard indeed, while your Lordſhip | 


was r gone too ? | 
L. Fob. he was juſt upon the Wing — Zut I 


caught er by the Snuff- Box, and ſhe pretends to ſtay 


to ſee if I'll give jt her again, or no. 


L. Mo. Death! 'tis that I' gave her, and the only 


Preſent ſhe ever would recejve from me — Ask him 
how he came by it? [Aſide to Sir Charles. 
Sir Cha. Pr'ythee _ be uneaſie ——— Did ſhe 


give it you, my Lard? 


L. Fop. Faith, C /arles, I can't ſay ſhe did, or ſhe 


did nor, but we were playing the Fool, and I took 
it — 2 la ————— Pſhah!.I can't tell thee in French 


neither, but Horace, touches it to a Nicety 
Pignus Direptum Male Pertinaci. 


*twas 


s * 


. 5 * * f 


L. Mo, So! but 1 muſt bear it—if your Lordſhip has 


a Mind to the Box, I “Il ſtand by you in the keeping of it, 
L. Fop, My Lord, 1 am paſſionately oblig d- to you, 


but I am afraid I cannot anſwer your hazarding ſo, 


much of the Lady's Favour. 


has, L. Fop, 


L. Mo. Not at all, my Lord: Tis poſſible I may not 
have the ſame Regard to her Frown that your Lordſhip 
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q That's a Bite, I am ſure he'd give a 
A Joint 5 his little Finger to be as well with her as 1 
aw. [LAſide.] But here ſhe comes! Charles ſtand by 

me — Muſt not a Man be a vain Coxcomb now. to 
think this Creature follow'd one? | 
Sir Cha, Nothing ſo, plain, my Lord. 
I. Fop. Flattering Devil! 

Enter Lady Betty. 

L. Bet. Pſhah! my Lord Foppingron ! Pr' qree don't 
play the Fool now, ut give me my\Snuff-Box— 
Sir Charles, help me to take it from him, 

Sir Cha, You know, I hate Trouble, Madam. 
1. Ber. Pooh! you'll make me ſtay till Prayers are 
half over now. 
1. Fop. If you'll promiſe m me not to 8⁰ to Church, 5 
ol give it you. 8 
1. Ber. 1']] promiſe nothing at all, * poſi itively * 
vill have it. [Struggling with him. 
1. Fop. Then comparatively ] won't part with it, 
ba! ha! [Struggles with her. 

L. Bet. O you Devil! you have kill'd my Arm! Oh! 
Well——if you'll let me have it, I'll give you a better. 

L. Mo, O Charles! that has a view of diſtant Kind- 
neſs in it, Aſide to Sir Cha. 

L. Fop. Nay now I keep it ſupetiativaly—I Rn 205 
there” s a ſecret Value in it. — 

L. Ber. O diſmal! upon my Word, 1 am only 2 N 
ſham'd to give it you; Do you think I wou'd Offer 
ſuch an odious-fanſy'd Thing, to any Body I had' the 
leaſt Value for ? 

Sir Cha, Now it comes a little nearer, methinks i it 
does not ſeem to be any Kindneſs at all. 

[Aſide to L. Mo. 

L. Fop. Why, really, Madam, upon ſecond View, 
it has not extreamly the Mode of a Lady's Utenſil; 
ate you ſure it never held any thing but Snuff? BENE i | 

L. Bet, O! you Monſter! ; 

L. For. Nay, I only ask, becauſe it ſeems to me 
to have very much the Air and Fancy of Monſieur - 
n 8 Tobacco- box, 


L. Mo. 


i 
| 
[ 
| 
| 
{ 
| 
' 
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L. Mo. I can bear no more. 

Sir Cha. Why don't then; I'll ſtep into the Com- 
pany, and return to your Relief immediately. Exit. 
L. Mo, [To L. Bet.] Come, Madam, will your La- 
dyſhip give me leave to end the Difference Since 
the Slightneſs of the Thing may let you beſtow it 
without any Mark of Fayour, ſhall I beg it of your 
11 ß : - 4-2. 

L. Bet. O my Lord, no Body ſooner =—— I] beg 
you give it my Lord, 5 | 

[ Looking earneſtly on Z. Fop. who ſmiling gives it 
to L. Mo. and then bows gravely to her. 

L. Mo. Only to have the Honour of reſtoring it to 
your Lordſhip; and if there be any other Trifle of 
mine, your Lordſhip has a Fancy to, though it were 
a Miſtreſs, I don't know any Perſon in the World 
that has ſo good a Claim to my Reſignation, 

L. Fop. O my Lord, this Generoſity will diſtract me. 

L. Mo. My Lord, 1 do you but common Juſtice : 
But from your Converſation, I had neyer known the 
true Value of the Sex: You poſitively underſtand 'em 
the. beſt of any Man breathing, therefore I think eve- 
ry one of common Prudence ought to reſign to you. 

L. Fop. Then pofitively your Lordſhip's the moſt 
obliging Perſon in the World, for I'm ſure your Judg- 
ment can never like any Woman that is not the fineſt 
Creature in the Univerſe, 5 [ Bowing to L. Bet. 
L. Mo. O! Your Lordſhip does me too much Ho- 
nour, I have the worft Judgment in the World, no 
Man has been more deceiy'd in it. 

L. Fop. Then your Lordſhip, 1 preſume, has been 


apt to chooſe in a Mask, or by Candle-light. 


L. Mo. In a Mask, indeed, my Lord, and of all 


| Masks the moſt dangerous. 


L. Fop. Pray, what's that, my Lord? 

L. Mo. A bare Face. | 4 

L. Fop. Your Lordſhip will pardon me, if I don't ſo 
really comprehend how a Woman's bare Face can hide 
her Face. — * | 


L. Me. 
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L. Mo. It often hides her Heart, my Lord, and there- 
fore I think it ſometimesa more dangerous Mask than.s 
Piece of Velvet : That's rather a Mark than a Diſguiſe 
of an ill Woman: But the Miſchiefs skulking behind a 


Beauteous Form, give no Warning, they are always 


Sure, Fatal, and Innumerable. 55 nb 
L. Ber. Obarbarous Aſperſion! my Lord Foppington, 
have you nothing to fay for the poor Women? 

L. Fop. I muſt confeſs, Madam, nothing of this Na- 
ture ever happen'd in my Courſe of Amours: I always 
judge the Beauteous Form of a Woman to be the moſt 
agreeable Part of her Compoſition, and when once a 
Lady does me the Honour to toſs that into my Arms, 
I think my ſelf obliged in good Nature, not to quar- 
rel about the reſt of her Equipage. - : 

L. Bet. Why ay, my Lord, there's ſome good Hu- 
mour in that now. | | | | 
L.. Mo. He's happy in a plain Engliſh Stomach, Mi- 
dam. I could recommend a Diſh that's perfectly to your 
Lordſhip's Guſt, where Beauty is the only Sauce to it. 

L. Bet. So! r ee 

L. Fop. My Lord, when my Wine's right, I never 
care it ſhould be Zeſtec. TVT 
I. Mo. I know ſome Ladies would thank you for 
that Opinion. FO | | 

L. Bet. My Lord Morelove's really grown ſuch a 
Churl to the Women, I don't only thiak he is not, but 
can't conceive how he ever could be in Love. 

IL. Mo. Upon my Word, Madam, I once thought I 
was. | | Ilsmiling. 

L. Bet. Fie! fie! how could you think ſo? I faniy 


now you had onlyamind to domineer over ſome poor 


Creature, and ſo you thought you were in love, ha! ha! 


L. Mo. The Lady I lov'd, Madam, grew ſo unfor- 


tunate in her Conduct, that ſhe at laſt brought me to 
treat her with the ſame Indifference and Civility as I 

now pay your Ladyſhip. 3 | 
L. Bet. And ten to one, juſt at that time ſhe never 
thought you ſuch tolerable Company. f ' 
DE, C 2 L. Mo. 
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L. Mo. That I can't ſay, Madam, for at that time 
ſhe grew ſo affected, there was no judging of her 
Thoughts at all. l Mimicking her, 

L. Bet. What, and ſo you left the poor Lady? O 
you inconſtant Creature! 1 
L. Mo. No, Madam, to have lov'd her on had been 
Inconſtancy; fer ſhe was never two Hours together 
the ſame Woman. [I. Bet. and L. Mo. ſeem to talk. 

L. Fop. [Afide.) Ha! ha! ha! I ſee he has a Mind to 
abuſe her; ſo1'll ev'n give him an Opportunity of doing 
his Buſineſs with her at once for ever My Lord, I 
perceive your Lordſhip's going to be good Company to 
the Lady, and for her ſake I don't think it good Man- 
ners in me to diſturb you 5 
35 Enter Sir Charles, 

Sir Cha. My Lord Foppingtor: ! | 

L. Fop. O Charles! I was juſt wanting thee — Hark 
thee —1 have three thouſand Secrets for thee — I have 
made ſuch Diſcoveries! to tell thee all in one Word — 
Morelove's as jealous of me as the Devil; heh! heh! 
heh! | 

Sir Cha. Is't poſſible ? has ſhe given him any Oc- 
caſion? | 
I. Fop. Onlyrally'd him to Death upon my Account; 
ſhe told me within, juſt now, ſhe'd uſe him like a Dog, 
and begg'd me to draw off for an Opportunity. | 

Sir Cha, O! keep in while the Scent lies, and ſhe's 
your own, my Lord, | 

L. Fop. I can't tell that, Charles, but I'm ſure ſhe's 
fairly unharbour'd, and when] once throw off my In- 
clinations, I uſually follow 'em till the Game has e- 
nough on't; and between thee and I ſhe's pretty well 
blown too, ſhe can't ſtand long, I believe, for, Curſe 
catch me, if I have not rid down half a Thouſand 
Pound after her already. | | 

Sir Cha. What do you mean? 0 

L Fop. I have loſt Five Hundred to her at Picquet 
ſince Dinner. 3 | —_— | 

Sir Cha, You are a fortunate Man, faith; you are re- 
ſoly'd not to be thrown out, I ſee, | | 


L. Fop. 
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I. Fop. Hang it! What ſhould a Man come out for, 
if he does not keep up to the Sport? | 
Sir Cha, Well puſh'd, my Lord. 

L. Fop. Tayo! Have at her. | 
Sir Cha, Down! down, my Lord=— ah——"ware 
Hanches. | | | 


I.. Fop. Ah! Charles, [Embracing him.] Pr'ythee 


let's obſerve a little, there's a fooliſh Cur, now I have 
run her to a Stand, has a Mind to be at her by him- 
_ and thou ſhalt ſee ſhe won't ſtir out of her Wa 

or him, 


cover'd his common Senſes. | | 
L. Bet. And your Lordſhip is ſo very gay, and un- 


| like your ſelf, one wou'd ſwear you were juſt come 


from the Pleaſure of making your Miſtreſs afraid of you. 


L. Mo. No, faith, quite contrary —— For do you 


know, Madam, I have juſt found out, that upon your 
Account I have made my ſelf One of the moſt ridicu- 
lous Puppies upon the Face of the Earth I have 
upon my faith ! — nay and ſo extravagantly ſuch 
ha! ha! ha! that it's at laſt become a Jeſt even to my 
ſelf; and I can't help laughing at it for the Soul of 
me; ha! ha! ha! oY 0 

L. Bet. I want to cure him of that Laugh now, [ Aſde. 
My Lord, ſince you are ſo generous, I'll tell you another 


Secret: Do you know too, that I ſtill find (ſpite of all 
your great Wiſdom, and my contemptible Qualities,as 
ou are pleas'd now and then to call 'em:) Do you 


now, I ſay, that I ſee under all this, you ſtill love me 


with the ſame helpleſs Paſſion; and can your vaſt 
Foreſight imagine I won't uſe you accordingly, for theſe 


extraordinary Airs you are pleas'd to give your ſelf? 
L. Mo. O by all means, Madam, *tis fit you ſhould, 

and I expect it, whenever it is in your Power 

Confuſion! _ | _— 


I. Ber. My Lard, you have talk'd to me this half 
Hour, without confeſſing Pain, [Payſes, and affetts to 


Gape.] only remember it, 3 
; N C 2 L. Mo: 


7 | 5: 3:04: TOP fand aſides 2 
L. Mo, Ha! ha! Your Ladyſhip's very grave of a2 
ſudden, you look as if your Lover had inſolently re- 
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E I.. Mo. Hell and Tortures ! ; 

L. Bet. What did you ſay, my Lord? 
L. Mo. Fire and Furies! | 

L. Bet. Ha! ha! he's diſorder' d Now I am ea- 
Le My Lord Foppington, have you a Mind to your 
Revenge at Picquet ? Tow Rs 
L. Fop. I have always a Mind to an Opportunity of 
entertaining your Lady ſhip, Madam, | 5 
Ya. IL. Bet. coquets with L. Fop.” , 
L. Mo. O! Charles — The Inſolence of this Wo- 
man might furniſh out a thouſand Devils. 5 
Sir Cha. And your Temper is enough to furniſh out 
2 thouſand ſuch Women. Come away — I have 
| Buſineſs for you upon the Terrace. 8 
IL. Mo, Let me but ſpeak one Word to her 
Sir Cba. Not a Syllable — the Tongue's a Wea- 


pon you'll always bave the worſt at: For I ſee you 


ve no Guard, and ſhe carries a Deviliſh Edpe. 

L. Ber. My Lord, don't let any thing I've ſaid frigh- 
ten you away; for if you have the leaſt Inclination to 
ſtay and rail, yon know the old Conditions; tis but 
your asking me Pardon next Day, and you may give 
your Paſſion any Liberty you think fit. 

L. Mo. Daggers and Death! 

Sir Cha, Are you mad? f 

I. Mo. Let me ſpeak to her now, or J ſhall burſt — 

Sir Cha. Upon Condition you'll ſpeak no more of 
her to me, my Lord, do as you pleaſe. 

L. Mo, Pr'ythee pardon me I know not what todo. 

Sir Cha. Come along — I'll ſet you to work I war- 
rant you — Nay, nay, none of your parting Ogles— 
Will you go? 

L. Mo. Les and I hope for ever. 

r [Exit Sir Cha. pulling away L. Mo. 

L. Fop. Ha! ha! ha! Did ever Mortal Monſter ſet 
up for a Lover with ſuch unfortunate Qualifications ? 
L. Bet. Indeed, my Lord Morelove has ſomething 
ſtrangely ſingular in his Manner. 

L. Fop. I thought I ſhould have burſt to ſee the 

Creature pretend to Rally, and give himſelf the 
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of one of Us — But, run me through, Madam, your 
Lady ſhip puſh'd like a Fencing-Maſter, that laſt Thruſt 
was a Coup de Grace, 1 believe — I'm afraid, his Ho- 
nour will hardly meet your Ladyſhip in haſte again. 

L. Ber. Not unleſs his Second, Sir Charles keeps 
him better in Practice, perhaps — Well the Humour 

of this Creature has done me ſignal Service to Day, L 

muſt keep it up for fear of a ſecond Engagement. | 4 ſide. 

IL. Fop, Never was poor Wit ſo foil'd at his own 
* Weapon ſure. | +. 

L. Bet. Wit? Had he ever any Pretence tot? 
I. Fop. Ha! ha! he has not much in Love, I think? 
tho' he wears the Reputation of a very pretty young 

Fellow, among ſome ſort of People; but, ſtrike me 
| ſtupid, if ever I could diſcover common Senſe in all 
the Progreſs of his Amours: He expects a Woman 
ſhould like him for endeavouring to convince her, that 
ſhe has not one youd Quality belonging to the whole 
Compoſition of her Soul and Body. [95 | 

L. Ber. That, I ſuppoſe, is only in a modeſt Hope 
that ſhe'll mend her Faults, to qualifie her ſelf for his 
vaſt Merit, ha! hat . 


L. Fop. Poor Morelove, I ſee ſhe can't endure him, WO 
| Ade. 


L. Bet. Or if one really had all thoſe Faults, he 
does not conſider, that Sincerity in Love is as much 
out of Faſhion as ſweet Snuff; no Body takes it now. 

L. Fop. O! no Mortal, Madam, unleſs it be here 
and there a Squire, that's making his lawful Court ta 
the Cherry-cheek Charms of my Lord Biſhop's. great F 
fat Daughter in the Country. | bo 

L. Bet. O what a ſurfeiting Couple has he put toge- 

ther — [ Throwing her Hand careleſly upon his. 

L. Fop. Fond of me, by all that's tender —— Poor 
Fool, Þll give thee Eaſe immediately, [ 4fide.] — But, 
Madam, you were pleas'd juſt now to offer me my 

Revenge at Picquet — Now here's no Body within, awd 
I think we can't make uſe of a better Opportunity. 

L. Bet. O! no: Not now, my Lordi. I. 

a Favour I would fain beg of you firſt. 3 
1 C 3 L. Fop, 
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I.. Fop. But Time, Madam, is very precious in this 
Place, and I ſhall not eaſily forgive my ſelf, if I don't 
take him by the Forelock. : 

L. Bet. But I have a great Mind to have a little 
more Sport with my Lord. Morelove firſt, and would 
fain beg your Aſſiſtance, - | 3 
I. Fop. O! with all my Heart; and, upon ſecond 
Thoughts, I don't know but piquing a Rival in pub- 
lick may be as good Sport, as being well with a Miſ- 
treſs in private: For, after all, the Pleaſure of a fine 
Woman is like that of her own Virtue, not ſo much 
in the thing, as the Reputation of having it. [ Aſide. ]— 

Well, Madam, but how can I ſerve you in this Affair? 
L. Bet. Why, methought, as my Lord Morelove 
Went out, he ſhew'd a ſtern Reſentment in his Look, 
that ſeem'd to threaten me with Rebellion, and down- 
Tight Defiance: Now I have a great Fancy, that you 
and I ſhou'd follow him to the Terrace, and laugh at 
his Reſolution before he has time to put it in Practice. 
I. Fop. And fo puniſh his Fault before he commits 
| it! ha! ha! ha! VV ET 
I. Bet. Nay, we won't give him time if his Cou- 
rage ſhould fail to repent it. | 

I. Fop. Ha! ha! ha! let me Blood, if I don't long 

80 be at it! ha! hal! = 
IL. Bet. O! 'twill be ſuch Diverſion to ſee him bite | 
His Lips, and broil within, only with ſeeing ns ready 
d ſpht our Sides in laughing at nothing, ha! ha! 
I. Fop. Ha! ha! 1 ſee the Creature does really 
like me, [4ſide.] And then, Madam, to hear him 
hum a broken piece of a Tune in Affectation of his 
| mot minding us — *twil] be ſo fooliſh when we know 
| he loves us to Death all the while, ha! ba! 

L. Bet. And if at laſt his ſage Mouth ſhou'd open 
An ſurly Contradiction of our Humour, then will we, 
in pure oppoſition to his, immediately fall foul upon 
every thing that is not Gallant, and Faſhionable ; Con- 

| Rtancy ſhall be the Mark of Age and Uglineſs, Vir- 
tue a Jeſt, we'll rally Diſcretion out of Doors, la 
Gravity at our Feet, and only Love, free Love, 1 - 
25 order, 


— 
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— 


order, Liberty and Pleaſure be our ſtanding Princi- 


les. - 9 

L. Fop. Madam, you tranſport me: For if ever L 
was obliged to Nature for any one tolerable Qualifi- 
cation, *twas poſitively the Talent of being exuberant- 
ly pleaſant upon this Subject —— I am impatient— 
N upon the Ving already let's fly to 

im. | | 
L. Bet. No, no; ſtay till I am juſt got out, our 
going together won't be ſo proper. 

L. Fop. As your Ladyſhip pleaſes, Madam 
But when this Affair is over, you won't forget that 1 
have a certain Revenge due. 

L. Bet. Ay! ay! after Supper I am for you 
Nay, you fhan't ſtir a Step, my Lord 

| [ Seeing her to the Door. 
L. Fop. Only to tell you, you have fix'd me yours 
to the laſt Exiſtence of my Soul's eternal Entity —— | 
L. Bet. O, your Servant — Exit. 
L. Fop. Ha! ha! ſtark mad for me, by all that's 
Handſome'! Poor Morelove! That a Fellow who has 


ever been abroad, ſhould think a Woman of her Spi- 


# 


rit is to be taken as the Confederates do Towns, by 
a Regular Siege, when ſo many of the French Succeſſes 
might have ſhewn him the ſureſt way is to whiſper 
the Governor How can a Coxcomb give him- 
(elf the Fatigue of Bombarding a Woman's Under- 
ſtanding, when he may with ſo much Eaſe make a 
Friend of her Conſtitution —— I'll ſee, if I can ſhew 
him a little French Play with Lady Betty - Jet 
me ſee ——— Ay, I'll make an End of it the old 
way, get her into Picquet at her own Lodgings | 
not mind one Tittle of my Play, give her every Game 
before ſhe's half up, that ſhe may judge the Strength 
of my Inclination by my haſte of loſing up to ker 
Price; then of a ſudden, with a familiar Leer cry 
Rar Picquet ſweep Counters, Cards and Mo- 
ney all upon the Floor, & donc L' Affaire eſt 
faite. | | I 


C 4 | ACT 
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ECT NV. SCENE I 
a SCENE zhe Caſtle Terrace. 
Enter Lady Betty, and Lady Eaſy. 


L, Ea. M* Dear, you really talk to me as if I were 
| your Lover, and not your Friend; or 

elſe I am ſo dull, that by all you've ſaid I can't make 

the leaſt Gueſs at your real Thoughts ——» Can you 

be ſerious for a Moment ? * % 
L. Bet. Not eaſily : But 1 would do more to oblige 
ou, | | 

"FL, Ea, Then pray deal ingenuouſly, and tell me 

without Reſerye, are you ſure you don't love my Lord 

Morelove? | | 
I. Ber. Then ſeriouſly — I think not— But becauſe 
I won't be poſitive, you ſhall judge by the worſt of 
my Symptoms Firſt, I own 1 like his Converſation, 

his Perſon has neither Fault, nor Beauty —well enough— 

J don't remember I ever ſecretly wiſh'd my ſelf mar- 

Tied to him, or—that I ever ſeriouſly reſolv'd againſt it. 

L. Ea. Well, ſo far you are tolerably ſafe :— But 
come ——— as to his manner of addreſſing to you, 

what Effect has that had? i 
| I. Bet. I am not a little pleas'd to obſerve few Men 
4 follow a Woman with the ſame Fatigue and Spirit, 
I! that he does me — am more pleas'd when he lets me 
& uſe him ill; and if ever I have a favourable Thought 
of him, tis when I ſee he can't bear that Uſage. 
I.. Ea. Have a Care, that liſt is a dangerous Symp- 
tom He pleaſes your Pride, I find. 

L. Bet. Oh! perfectly: In that —— I own no Mor- 
tal ever can come up to him, 3 
I. Ea. But now, my Dear! now comes the main 
Point - Jealouſie! are you ſure you have never 
been touch'd with it? Tell me that with a ſafe Con- 
ſcience, and then I pronounce you clear. 


L. Bet. Nay, then I defie him; for politiyely Twas 
| Neyer jealous in my Life. | ns 
| 3 "Joe Us 


A 
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I. Ea. How, Madam! have you never been ſtir'd 
enough, to think a Woman ſtrangely forward for be- 
ing a little familiar in Talk with him? Or are you ſure 
his Gallantry to another never gave you the leaſt Diſ- 
order? Were you never, upon no Accident, in an 
Apprehenſion of loſing him: 
L. Bet. Hah! Why, Madam — Bleſs me! - wk 
wh— why ſure you don't call this Jealeuſie, my Dear? 
L. Ea. Nay, nay, that is not the Buſi 1 


Have you ever felt any thing of this Nature, Madam ? 


L. Bet. Lord! don't be ſo haſty, my Dear — any 
thing of this Nature . © Lud! I ſwear I don't 
like it: Dear Creature, bring me off here; for I am 
half frighted out of my Wits. 

L. Ea. Nay, If you can railly upon't, your Wound! | 
is not over deep, I'm afraid. 

L. Bet. Well, that's comfortably ſaid however. 

L. Ea, But come, to the Point—— how far have: 
you been jealous? 

L. Bet. Why O bleſs me! He gave the Muſick one: 
Night to my "Lad Languiſh here upon the Terrace 
and ( tho” ſhe = I were very good Friends) I re- 
member I cou'd not ſpeak to her in a Weak for t- Oh! 

L. Ea. Nay, now you may laugh if you can; for, 


take my Word, the Marks are upon y Bur: 


come — what Sie: 

L. Bet. O nothing elſe, upon my Word, my — 
L. Ka. Well, one Word more, and then I give 
Sentence: Suppoſe you were heartily convinc'd, hat 

he actually follow'd another Woman? 

L. Bet. But, pray, my Dear, what Occaſion i is here 
to ſuppoſe any ſuch thing at all? Ke 

L. Ea. Guilty, upon my Honour. 

L. Ber. Pſhah; I defie him to ſay, that ever I. 
own'd any Inclination for him. 

L. Ea. No, but you. have given him terrible leave 
to gueſs it. 

L. Bet. If ever you ſee us meet again, you'll have. 


but little Reaſon 10 think ſo, I can aſſure ou. 


| 9 
C 35 L. Zas. 
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L. Ea. That I ſhall ſee preſently ; for here comes 
Sir Charles, and I am ſure my Lord can't be far off. 
: Enter Sir Charles. Es: | 
Sir Chg. Servant Lady Bett) my Dear, how do 
you do? e ; 

L. Ea. At your Service, my Dear — But pray what 
have you done with my Lord Morelove? 

L. Bet. Ay, Sir Charles, pray how does your Pupil 
do? Have you any Hopes of him? Is he Docible ? 
Sir Cha, Well, Madam, to confeſs your Trium 
over me, as well as him, I own my Hopes of him 
are loſt. I offer'd what I cou'd to his Inſtruction, but 


he's incorrigibly yours, and undone — and the News, 
I preſume, does not diſpleaſe your Ladylſhip. 


L. Bet. Fie, fie, Sir Charles, you diſparage your 
Friend, I am afraid you don't take Pains with him. 

Sir Cha. Ha! I fanſy, Lady Betty, your good Na- 
ture won't let you fleep a-Nights: Don't you love 
dearly to hurt People? | | ©: 

L. Bet. O! your Servant; then without a Jeſt, the 
Man is fo unfortunate in his want of Patience, that let 


me die, if I don't often pity him, 


Sir Cha. Ha! Strange Goodneſs — O that I were 
your Lover for a Month or two. 
I. Bet. What then? LS 
Sir Cha. I wou'd make that pretty Heart's Blood 
of yours ake in a Fortnight, | | 
I. Bet. Hugh I ſhould hate you, your Aſſurance 
wou'd make your Addreſs intolerable. | 
Sir Cha, I believe it wou'd, for I'd neyer Addreſs 
to you at all. | | 
L. Bet. O! you Clown you! 3 
I [Hitting him with her Fan. 
Sir Cha. Why, what to do? to feed a diſeas'd Pride, 
that's Eternally breaking out in the Affectation of an 
ill Nature that in my Conſcience I belieye 
is but Affectation. | V 


I. Bet. You, nor your Friend have no great Rea- 


ſon to complain of my Fondneſs, I believe. Ha! ha! 


-— <2 


Sir Cha, 


„%% EEE ²˙ oor le 
* 


the poor and low Abuſe of it. 
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Sir Cha. [Looking earneſtly on her.] Thou inſolent 


Creature! How can you make a Jeſt of a Man, whoſe 


whole Life's but one continu'd Torrent from your 
want of common Gratitude ? 2 | 
L. Bet. Torment for my Part, I really believe him 
as eaſie as you are. | © 
Sir Cha, Poor intolerable Affectation! You know 
the contrary, you know him blindly yours, you know 
your Power, and the whole Pleaſure of your Life's 
L. Bet. Pray how do I abuſe it — If I have any 
Power. | vhs og | | 1 
Sir Cha. You drive him to Extreams that make him 


mad, then puniſh him for acting againſt his Reaſon: 


You've almoſt turn'd his Brain, his common Judg- 
ment fails him; he's now, at this very Moment, driven 
by his Deſpair upon a Proje&, in hopes to free him 


from your Power, that I am ſenſible, and ſo muſt any 


one be that has his Senſe, of courſe muſt ruin him 
with you, for ever: I almoſt bluſh to think of it, yet 
your unreaſonable Diſdain has forc'd him to it; and 
ſhould he now ſuſpe& I offer'd but a hint of it to 
you, and in Contempt of his Deſign, I know he'd call 
my Life to anſwer it: But J have no regard to Men 
in Madneſs, I rather chooſe for once to truſt in your 
good Nature, in hopes the Man, whom your unwary 
Beauty had made Miſerable, your Generoſity wou'd 
ſcorn to make Ridiculous. 

L. Bet, Sir Charles, you charge me very home, I 


Never had it in my Inclination to make any thing ri-. 


diculous that did not deſerve it. Pray, what is this 
Buſineſs you think ſo extravagant in him? "= 
Sir Cha. Something ſo abſurdly raſh and bold, you'll 
hardly forgive ev'n me that tell it you. | * 
L. Bet. O fie! If it be a Fault, Sir Charles, I ſhall 
conſider it as His not Yours. Pray, what is it? 
IL. Ea. I long to know, methinks, 3 
Sir. Cha. You may be ſure he did not want my Diſ- 
J ⁰ . 
I. Bet. Let's hear it? 


Sig 


—— 2 
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Sir Cha. Why this Man, whom I have known to love 
ou with ſuch Exceſs of generous Defire, whom I 
ave heard in his Eeſtatiek Praiſes on your Beauty talk 
till from the ſoft Heat of his diſtilling Theaghts tlie 
Tears have falln —— OUTSET he a VAO nnd 
L. Bet. O! Sir Charles ———= [| Blufting: 
Sir Cha. Nay, grudge not, ſinee tis paſt, to hear 
what was (tho' you contemn'd'it) once his Merit: But 
now I own that Merit ought to be forgotten. RT 
L. Ber. Pray, Sir, be plain. | | | 
Sir Cha, This Man, 1 fay, whoſe unhappy Paſſion 
has ſo ill ſucceeded with you, at laſt has forfeited all 
his Hopes (into which, pardon me, I confeſs my 
Friendſhip had lately flatter'd him) his Hopes of even 
deferving now your loweſt Pity or Regard, 
I. Bet. Yow amaze me For I can't ſuppoſe his ut- 
moſt Malice dares aſſault my Reputation — and what — 
Sir Cha, No, but he maliciouſlly' preſumes the World 
will do it for him; and indeed he has taken no un- 
likely Means to make em buſie with their Tongues: 
For he is this moment upon the open Terrace, in the 
Higheſt Publick Gallantry with my Lady Graveairs. 
And to convince the World and me, he ſzid, he was 
not that tame Lover we fanſied him, be'd venture to 
ive her the Muſick to-night: Nay, I heard him, be- 
fore my Face, ſpeak to ene of the Hautboys, to en- 
gage the reſt, and deſir'd they would all take their 
Directions only from my Lady Graveairs.. | 
L. Ber. My Lady Graveairs ! truly I think; 
very much in the right on't — for my Parts | 
J don't fee any thing in this that's ſo very ridiculous, 
nor indeed that ought to make me think either the 
better or worſe of him for't. 2 
Sir Cha. Pſhah? Pſhah! Madam, you and I know tis 
not in his Power to renounce you; this is but the poor 
Diſguiſe of a reſenting Paſſion vainly ruffled to a 
Storm, which the leaſt gentle Look from you can re- 
concile at Will, and ugh into a Calm again. gp 
IL. Ber. Indeed, Sir Charles, I ſhan't give my ſelf 
that Trouble, I believe, © 1 ja 
* | is 
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Sit Cha, 80 I told him, Madam; Are not all your 
Complaints, ſaid I, already owing to ber Pride, and 
cat you ſuppoſe this publick Defiance: of it (which 
yon know you can't make good too} won't incenſe her 
more againſt you?— That's what I'd have, - ſaid he, 
ftarting wildly, J care not what becomes of me, ſo 1 
but live to ſee her piqued at it. : 

L. Bet. Upon my Word, I fanſie my Lord will find 
I muſt firſt have a Value for the Thing 1 loſe, before 
it piques me: Piqued! ha! ha! ha! [ Diſorder d. 

Sir Cha. Madam, you've ſaid the very Thing I urg'd 
to him; 1 know her Temper ſo well, ſaid I, that tho? 
ſhe doated on you, if you onee ſtood ont againſt her, 
ſhe'd ſooner burſt than ſhew the leaſt Motion of Un- 


eaſineſs. 


L. Ber. I can aſſure you, Sir Charles, my Lord won't 
find himſelf deceiv'd in your Opinion — Piqued ! - : 
Fir Cha. She bas it! | Afode. 

L. Za. Alas, poor Woman! how little do our Paſ- 
fions make us? | 5 * Doi 
IL. Bet. Not, but 1] wou'd adviſe him to have a 
liefle Regard to my Reputation in this Buſineſs: I 
wou'd have him take heed of publickly affronting me. 

Sir Cha. * Madam, that's what 1 ſtrictly 
warn'd him of; for among Friends, whenever the 
World ſees him follow another Woman, the malici- 
ons Tea-tables will be very apt to be free with your 


Ladyſhip. 


L. Bet, I'd have him conſider that, methinks, 


Sir Cha. But alas! Madam, tis not in his Power 


to think with Reaſon, his mad Reſentment has de- 
, ev'n his Principles of common Honeſty: He 
conſiders nothing but a ſenſeleſs proud Revenge, 
which in his Fit of Lunacy tis impoſſible that either 
Threats or Danger can diſſuade him from, SEED 
L. Bet, What! does he defy: me, threaten me! then 
he ſhall ſee, that I have Paſſions too, and know, as 
well as he, to ſtir my Heart againſt any Pride that dates 
inſult me. Does he ſuppoſe I fear him: Fear the —— 
7 Mer | Oy OM ” __ Malice 


Himſelf miſtaken — I ſhan't be piqued I believe — 
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Malice of a flighted Paſſion, that my own Scorn has 
ſtung into a deſpiſed Reſentment! Fear him! O! it 
provokes me to think he dare have ſuch a Thought! 
L. Ea. Dear Creature, don't diſorder your ſelf ſo. 
IL. Bet. Let me bat live to ſee him once more with- 
in my Power, and I'll forgive the reſt of Fortune. 
| [Walking diſorder'd. 
L. Ea. Well! certainly I am very ill-natur'd; for 
tho' I ſee this News has diſturb'd my Friend, I 
can't help being pleas'd with any Hopes of my Lady 
Graveairs's being otherwiſe diſpos'd of. [4 idee.] My 
Dear, Iam afraid you have provoked her a little too far. 
Sir Cha. Oh! not at all — You ſhall fee — I'll ſweet- 
en her, and ſhe'll cool like a Diſh of Tea. 
L. Bet. 1 may fee him with his complaining Face 
again — : | 
Sir Cha. I am ſorry, Madam, you ſo wrongly judge 
of what I've told you; I was in Hopes to have ſtirr'd 
your Pity, not your Anger; I little thought your Ge- 
neroſity wou'd puniſh him for Faults, which you your 
ſelf reſolv'd he ſhould commit Yonder he comes, 
and all the World with him: Might I adviſe you, Ma- 
dam, you ſhou'd not reſent the thing at all —I wou'd 
not ſo much as ſtay to ſee him in his Fault; nay, I'd 
be the laſt that heard of it: Nothing can ſting him 
more, or ſo juſtly puniſh his Folly, as your utter Ne- 


glect of it. | 
L. Ea. Come, dear Creature, be perſuaded, and go 
home with me, indeed it will ſhew more indifference 
to avoid him. | 7 84 I 
L. Bet. No, Madam, I'll oblige his Vanity for once, 
and ſtay to let him ſee how ſtrangely he has piqued me. 
Sir Cha. [ Aſide.) O not at all to ſpeak of; you had as 
good part with a little of that Pride of yours, or 1 
ſhall yet make it a very troubleſome Companion to you. 
[Goes from them and whiſpers Lord Moreſove. 
Enter Lord Foppington; a little after, Lord Morelove, 
4 Lady Graveairs, and other Ladies. 
L. Fop. Ladies, your Servant—O! we have wanted 
you beyond Reparation — ſuch Diverſion! |, 


L. Bet, 


184 
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L. Bet. Well! my Lord! have you ſeen my Lord 
Aiese, 

L. Fop. Seen him! — ha! ha! ha! — O, I have ſuch 
things to tell you, Madam, — you 1 die—- 

L. Bet. O pray let's hear em, I was never in a bet- 
ter Humour to receive them, 

L. Fop. Hark you. [They whiſper. 

L. Mo. So, fhe's engag'd already. {ToSir Charles, 

Sir Cha. So much the better; make but a juſt Ad- 
vantage of my Succeſs, and ſhe's undone. 


L. Fop. 8 Ha! ha! ha! 


Sir Cha. You ſee already what ridiculous Pains ſhe's 
i to ſtir your Jealouſy, and cover _ own, 


2 3 7 Ha! ha! ha! 


L. Mo. G never fear me; for, upon my Word, it 
now, appears ridiculous even to me. | 
Sir Cha, And hark you— [Whiſpers Z. More. 

L. Bet. And ſo the Widow was as full of Airs as 
his Lordſhip? | 
Sir Cha. Only obſerve that, and tis impoſſible you 
can fail. [ Aſide. 

L. Mo. Dear Charles you have convinc'd me, _ 
I thank you. 

L. Gra. My Lord Merelove! What do you leaye us? | 
2 Mo. Ten thouſand Pardons, Madam, I was but 
ju | 

L. Gra. Nay, nay, no Excuſes, my Lord, ſo you will 
but let us have you again. 

Sir Cha. [ Aſide to L. Gra.] I ſee you have good Hu- 
mour, Madam, when you like your Company. 

L. Gra. And you ſee, for all your mighty Thirſt of 
Dominion, cou'd ſtoop to be obedient, if one thought 
it worth one's while to make you fo, | 
Bir Cha, Ha! Power would make her an admirable 

Tyrant. [ Aſede. 

L. Ea. [obſerving Sir Charles and T. Graveairs. | So! 
there's another Couple have quarrel'd too, I find — 
2 Airs to my Lord Morelove, look as if deſign'd to 

recover 


recover Sir Charles into Jealouſy : 1'l] endeavour to 
join the Company, and it may be, that will let me in- 
to the Secret. [Afde.] My Lord Foppington, I vow this 
is very uncomplaiſant, to engroſs ſo agreeable a Part 
of the Company to your ſelf. 5 

Sir Cha. Nay, my Lord, this is not fair indeed to 
enter into Secrets among Friends! — Ladies, what ſay 
you? I think we qught to declare againſt it. : 

Tadies. O! no Secrets, no Secrets. 

L. Bet. Well, Ladies, I ought only to ask your Par- 
don: My Lord's excuſable, for I wou'd haul him in- 
to a Corner. | | | 

IL. Fop. I ſwear it's very hard ho! I obſerve two 
People of extream Condition, can no ſooner grow par- 
ticular, but the Multitude of both Sexes are immedi- 
ately up, and think their Properties invaded — 
L. Ber. Odious Multitude — | 

L. Fop.. Periſh the Canaille. 

IL. Gra. O, _— we Women have all Reaſon 
to be jealous of Lady Betty Modiſh's Power. 
L. Mo. [ To L. Betty.] As the Men, Madam, all have. 
of my Lord Foppington; beſide Favourites of great Me- 
rit diſcourage thoſe of an inferior Claſs for their Prince's 
Service; He has already loſt you one of your Retinue, 
Madam. 

IL. Bet. Not at all, my Lord, he has only made 
Room for another: One muſt ſometimes make Va- 
cancies, or there cou'd be no Preferments. 

I. Ea. Ha! ha! Ladies Favours, my Lord, like Places 
at Court, are not always held for Life, you know. 
IL. Bet. No, indeed ! if they were, the poor fine 
Women, wou'd be all us'd like their Wives, and no 
more minded than the Buſineſs of the Nation. 
V. Ea. Have a care, Madam, an undeſerving Fayou-- 
rite has been the Ruin of many a Prince's Empire. 
IL. Fop. Ha! ha! Upon my Soul, Lady Betty, we muſt 
gro more diſcreet; for poſitively if we go on at this 
rate, we ſhall have the World throw you under the 
Scandal of Conſtancy, and I ſhall have all the Swords. 
ef Condition at my Throat for a Monopoliſt. 24H 

7 L. Mo. 
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L. Mo. O! there's no great Fear of that, my Lord, 


tho' the Men of Senſe give it over, there will be al- 
ways ſome idle Fellows vain enough to believe their 


Merit may ſucceed as well as your Lordſhip's. ; 


L. Bet. Or if they ſhou'd not, my Lord, Caſt- Lovers, 
you know, need not fear being long out of Employ- 
ment, while there are ſo many well-diſpos'd People 


in the World ———— There are generally Negle&ed- 


Wives, Stale Maids, or Charitable Widows always 
ready to reheye the Neceſlities of a diſappointed Paſ- 
ſion —— and, by. the way, Hark you, Sir Charles. 

L. Mo. | Afsde.) So! ſhe's ſtirr'd, I ſee; for all her 
Pains to hide it — ſhe wou'd hardly have glanc'd an 
Affront at a Woman ſhe was not piqued at. 260 

I. Gra. [Aſide.] That Wit was thrown at me, I 
ſuppoſe; bat I'll return it. „ 

L. Bet. [Softly to Sir Charles] Pray, how came you 
all this while to truſt your Miſtreſs ſo eaſily ? 

Sir Cha. One is not ſo apt, Madam, to be alarm'd 
at the Liberties of an old Acquaintance, as perhaps 
your Ladyſhip ought to be at the Reſentment of an 
Hard-us'd, Honourable Lover. 3 

L. Bet, Suppoſe I were alarm'd, how does that make 
you eaſie? | | - $1 2 | 

Sir Cha, Come, come, be wiſe at laſt ; my truſt- 
ing them together, may eaſily conyince yon, that (as 
I told you before) I know his Addreſſes to her are 


only outward, and 'twill be your Fault now, if you 


let him go on 'till the World thinks him in earneſt 
and a Thouſand buſie Tongues are fet upon malicious: 
Enquiries into your Reputation. 5 D 
L. Bet. Why, Sir Charles, do you ſuppoſe while he 
behaves himſelf as he does, that I won't convince him 
of my Indifference? | by i 
Sir Cha. But hear me, Madamomrmmmes  - | 
L. Gra. [ Aſide.] The Air of that Whiſper looks 
if the Lady had a Mind to be. making her Peace a- 
gain; and 'tis poſſible, his Worſhip's being fo bufrte _ 
in the Matter too, may proceed as much from his Jea- 
louſie of my Lord with me, as Friendſhip to * — 
> ealr - 
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Not but if your Ladyſhip pleaſes, I'll endeayour to 


leaft I fanſy ſo; therefore I'm reſoly'd to keep her 


fill piqued and prevent it, tho” it be only to gall 
him Sir Charles, that is not fair to take a Pri- 
vilege you juſt now declar'd againſt in my Lord Fop- 
pington. | p : 


L. Mo. Well' obſerv'd, Madam. 

L. Gra, Beſide, it looks ſo affected to whiſper,: 
when every Body gueſſes the Secret. | 

L. Mo. Ha! ha! hat 


L. Bet. O! Madam, your Pardon in particular: But 
be miſtaken : The Secrets of 


*tis - poſſible you may ets © 
aue that have any Regard to their Actions, are not 
ſo ſoon gueſs'd, as theirs that have made a Confident” 
of the whole Town. | 5 55 

L. Fop. Ha! ha! hat . . | | 

L. Gra. A Coquete in her affected Airs of Diſdain to 
a revolted Lover, I'm afraid muſt exceed your Lady- 


| ſhip in Prudence, not to let the World ſee at the ſame 
time, ſhe'd give her Eyes to make her Peace with him: 


Ha! ha! e 
L. Mo. Ha! ha! ha! a 
L. Bet. Twould be a Mortification indeed, if it 


were in the Power of a fading Widow's Charms to 


prevent it; and the Man muſt be miſerably reduc'd 
ſure, that cou'd bear to live buried in Woollen, or 
take up with the Motherly Comforts of a Swan-skin 
Petticoat, Ha ! ha! | | 
L. Fop. Ha! ha! ha! | 5 
L. Gra. Widows, it ſeems, are not fo ſqueamiſh 


to their Intereſt, they know their own Minds and take 
the Man they like, tho” it ge to be one, that a 
9 


froward vain Girl has diſoblig 
Friends with 
L. Mo. Nay, tho' it happens to be one, that con- 


and is pining to be 


wards aſham'd on't. | 15 - 
L. Ber, Nay, my Lord, there's no ſtanding againſt 


feſſes he once was fond of a Piece of Folly, and after- 


two of you: COS 


L. Fop. No, Faith, that's odds at Tennis, my Lord: 


keep 
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Lord Foppington. 
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keep your Back-hand a little: Tho' upon my Soul you 


may ſafely ſet me up at the Line: For, knock me 


down, if ever I ſaw a Reſt of Wit better play'd, than 
that laſt, in my Life ——— What ſay you, Madam, 
ſhall we engage ? | 

L. Bet. As you pleaſe, my Lord. | 

7 Fop. Ha! ha! ha! Allons ] Tout de Bon, Joues 
mi lor. = | 

L. Mo. O pardon me, Sir, I ſhall never think my 
ſelf in any thing a Match for the Lady. | 


L. Fop. To you, Madam. BS. 
L. Bet. That's much, my Lord, when the World 


knows you have been ſo many Years teazing me to 


play the Fool with you. | 

IL. Fop. Ah! Bien joue. Ha! ha! ha! | | 
L. Mo. At that Game, I confeſs, your Ladyſhip has 

ch_ a much properer Perſon to improve your Han 

1 oo 3 

L. Fop. To me, Madam = My Lord, I pre- 


ſume whoever the Lady thinks fit to play the Fool 
with, will at leaſt be able to give as much Envy as 


the wiſe Perſon that had not Wit enough to keep well 


with her when he was ſo. . | 
I. Gra. O! my Lord! Both Parties muſt needs be 


greatly happy, for I dare ſwear, neither will bave any 
Rivals to diſturb 'em. 
L. Mo. Ha! ha! 


L. Bet, None that will diſturb em, I dare ſwear, 


L. Fop. Ha! ha! ha! 

L. Mo. 5 | | 

L. Gra. Ha! ha! ha! 

L. Ber. | „ 

Sir Cha, I don't know, Gentlefolks ———— but you 
are all in extream good Humour, methinks; I hope 
there's none of it affected. wr 

L. Ea. I ſhou'd be loth to anſwer for avy but my 
5 l Aſide. 
IL. Bet. Mine is not, I'll ſwear. 

L. Mo. Nor mine, I'm ſure, 

L. Gra. Mine's ſincere, depend upon't. 


— 


L. Fop. 
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L. Fop. And may the eternal Frowns of the whole 
Sex doubly demme, if mine is nor. | 
I. Ea. Well, good People, I am mighty glad to 
hear it. You have all perform'd extreamly well : But 
if you pleaſe, you ſhall ey'n give over your Wit now, 
while it is wall £5, | | 


I .. Ber, [To her ſelf.) Now I ſee his Humour, I'll 


ſtand it out, if I were ſure to die for't. 
Sir Cha. You ſhou'd not have proceeded fo far with 
my Lord Foppington, after what 1 had told you. 
1 | 1 [Aſide to L. Bet. 
L. Bet. Pray, Sir Charles, give me leave to under- 
ſtand my ſelf a little. | | 
Sir Cha. Your Pardon, Madam, I thought a righe 
Underſtanding wou'd have been for both your. In- 
tereſts, and Reputation. | | 
I.. Bet, For his perhaps. | | 
Sir Cha. Nay then, Madam, it's time for me to 
take care of my Friend, OE | 
L. Bet. I never in the leaſt doubted your Friendſhip 


2 . 


to him in any thing that was to ſhew your ſelf my E- 
Hemy. | | 


Sir Cha. Since I ſee, Madam, you have fo ungrate- 


ful a Senſe of my Lord Morelove's Merit, and my Ser- 
vice, I ſhall never be aſham'd of uſing my Power 
henceforth to keep him entirely out of your Lady ſhip's. 

L. Bet. Was ever any thing ſo inſolent! I cou'd 
find in my Heart to run the hazard of a downright 
Compliance, if it were only to convince him, that 
my Power, perhaps, is not inferior to his. [To her ſelf. 


I. Ea. My Lord Foppington, I think you generally 


lead the Company upon theſe Occaſions, Pray will 


you think of fome prettier fort of Diverſion for us, 


than Parties and Whiſpers? | 

L. Fop. What ſay you, Ladies, ſhall we ſtep and 
fee what's done at the Baſſet-Tabte ? : 
L. Bet. With all my Heart; Lady Eaſy - 


L. Ea, I think 'tis the beſt thing we can de, and 


becauſe we won't part to Night, you ſhall all Sup 
where you Din'd-——— What ſay you, my * a 
; . Mo. 


; 


you. 
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L. Mo. Your Ladyſhi may be ſure of me, Madam, 

I. Fop. Ay! ay! we'll all come. 

L. Ea, Then pray let's change Parties a little, My 
Lord Foppington, you ſhall Squire me. 

L. Fop. G! you do me Honour, Madam. 

L. Ber. My Lord Morelove, pray let me {| — with 


L. Mo. Me, Madam ? 
L. Bet. If you pleaſe, my Lord. 
L. Mo. Ha! that Look ot through me! what can 
this mean ? [Aſide. 
- L. Bec. This is no proper Place to tell you —— it 
is, but there is one thing I'd fain be tru anſwer d 
in: I ſuppoſe you'll be at my Lady Eaſy's by and by; 
and if you'll give me leave there 
L. Mo. If you pleaſe to do me that Honour, Ma- 


dam, I ſhall certainly be there. 


L. Fer. That's all, my Lord. 

L. Mo, Is not your Lady ſhip for Walkiag? ? 

L. Bet. If your Lordſhip dares venture with me. 

IL. Mo. O! Madam! [Taking her Hand.] How my 
Heart dances, what Heav'nly Muſick's in her Voice, 
when ſoftned into Kindneſs, [Aſide. 

L. Bet. Ha! his Hand trembles — Sir Charles may 
be miſtaken. 

L. Fop, My Lady Gravesirs, you won t let Sir Char- 
les leave us? 

L. Gra. No, my Lord, we'll follow you ſtay 2 
little. [To Sir Cha, 

Sir Cha, I thought your Ladyſhip N to fol- 
low 'em. 

L. Gra. Perhaps I'd ſpeak with you. 

Sir Cha. But, Madam, conſider, we ſhall certainly 
be obſery'd. | 

IL. Gra. Lord, Sir! If you think it ſuch a Favour. 

_ (aan haſtily. 
Lit Cha. Is ſhe gone ! let her go, . 
Exit ſnging. 
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ACT. Dre 


The SCENE continues. 


Enter Sir Charles and Lord Morelove, 


Graveairs had an Eye upon me, as I 
ſtole off, and I'm apprehenſive will make uſe of any 
Opportunity to talk with me. 5 52 6 

L. Mo. O! we are pretty ſafe here — well: you 
were ſpeaking of Lady Betty. TS 5 

Sir Cha. Ay, my Lord ——1I ſay, notwithſtanding 
all this ſudden Change of her Behaviour, 1 wou'd not 
have you yet be too ſecure of her: For, between 


Sir Cha. 8 Ome a little this way <—— my Lady 


you and I, ſince, as I told you, I have profeſs'd my 


ſelf an open Enemy to her Power with you, *tis. not 
impoſſible but this new Air of good Humour may 
very much proceed from a little Woman's Pride, 'of 
convincing me you are not yet out of her Power. 

L. Mo. Not unlikely: But ſtill can we make no Ad- 


vantage of it? 


Sir Cha. That's what I have been thinking — 


look you — Death! my Lady Graveairs? 

L. Mo. Ha! She will have Audience, I find. 
Sir Cha. There's no avoiding her — the Truth is, 
I have ow'd her a little good Nature a great while — 
I ſee there is but one way of getting rid of her—— I 
muſt ev'n appoint her a Day of Payment at laſt. If 


ou']l ſtep into my Lodgings, my Lord, 1'll juſt give 


er an Anſwer, and be with you in a Moment. 
L. Mo. Very well, 1'll ſtay there for you. 


[Exit Lord Moreloye. 


Enter Lady Graveairs on the other ſide. 
> Te Ove. Si Chard = ano £155 35-1 

- Sir Cha. Come, come, no more of theſe reproach- 
ful Looks; you'll find, Madam, I have deſery'd better 


= of you than your Jealouſy imagines It is a Fault 
haha „ | — 0 
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putation, have 
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to be tender of your Reputation? — fie, fie, —This may 
be a proper time to Talk, and of my Contriving too. 


Youſee I juſt now ſhook off my Lord Morelove on pur- 


poſe. i 
L. Gra. May I believe you? __ 8 
Sir Cha. Still doubting my Fidelity, and miſtaking 

my Diſcretion for want of good Nature. 1 
L. Gra. Don't think me troubleſome — For I confeſs 

'tis Death to think of parting with you: Since the 

World ſees, for you I have neglected Friends and Re- 

food the little Inſults of diſdainful 

Prudes, that envy'd me perhaps your Friendſhip; have 

born the freezing Looks of near and general Acquain- 

rance — Since this is ſo— don't let em ridicule me too, 
and ſay my. fooliſh Vanity. undid me; don't let em 
point at me as a Caſt Miftreſs, 5 | 

Sir Cha. You wrong me to ſuppoſe the Thought; 
you'll have better of me when we meet: When ſhall 

you be at leiſure? _ 2 

I. Gra. I confeſs, I would ſee you once again; if 

what I have more to ſay prove ineffectual, perhaps it 

may convince me then, tis my Intereſt to part with 

you Can you come to Night? y 

Sir Cha, You know we have Company, and I'm a- 


fraid they'll ſtay too late Can't it be before Sup- 


per — What's a Clock now ? 
L. Gra. It's almoſt Six. | 8 
Sir Cha. At Seven then be ſure of me, till when, I'd 
have you go back to the Ladies to avoid Suſpicion, and 
about that time have the Vapours. 
IL. Gra, May I depend upon you? Iii. 
Sir Cha. Depend on every thing — A very trouble- 
ſome Buſineſs this ſend me once fairly rid on't— if ever 
I'm caught in an Honourable Affair again! — A Debt 
now that a little ready Civility, and away, would ſatisfie, 
a Man might bear with; but to have a Rent Charge upon 


one's Good. nature, with an unconſcionable Jong Scroll _ 


of Arrears too, that would eat out the Profits of the 
beft Eſtate in Chriſtendom—ah—Intolerable! Well! I'll | 
ev'n to my Lord, and ſhake off the Thoughts ont, Exit. 
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bas Enter Lady Betty and Lady Eaſy. 
I. Bet. I obſerve, my Dear, you have uſually this 
at Fortune at Play, it were enough to make one 
uſpect your . luck with an Husband. 
L. Ea. Tru 
ther way. | 
L. Bet. Pr'ythee tell me, you are often adviſing me 
to it, are there thoſe real comfortable Advantages in 
Marriage, that our old Aunts and Grandmothers woul 
rſuade us of? 


L. Za. Upon my Word, If I had the worſt Hus- 


band in the World, I ſhould ſtill think ſo. 


IL. Bes. Ay, But then the Hazard of not having a 


good one, my Dear. 


il 'You may have a good one, I dare fay, if 


you don't give Airs till you ſpoil him, 

L. Bet, Can there be the ſame dear, full Delight in 
giving Eaſe, as Pain? O! my Dear, the Thought of 
parting with one's Power is inſupportable! N 
L. Ea. And the keeping it, *till it dwindles into no 
Power at all, is moſt rufully fooliſh. 
I. Bet, But ſtill to marry before one's heartily in Love. 

L. Ea. Is not half fo formidable a Calamity — but if 
J have any Eyes, my Dear, you'll run no great Ha- 
zard of that, in venturing upon my Lord Morelove — 
You don't know, perhaps, that within this half Hour 
the Tone of your Voice is ftrangely ſoften'd to him, 
ha! ha! ha! | | Eo, 

L. Bet. My Dear, you are poſitiyely, one or other, 
the moſt cenſorious Creature in the World — and ſo, I 
ſee it's in vain to talk with you -—— Pray, will you go 
back to the Company ? 

L. Ea. Ah! Poor Lady Betty! [Exeunt, 


The SCENE changes to Sir Charles's | Loagings 


Enter Sir Charles and Lord Morelove. | 
I. Mo. Charles! you have tranſported me! you have 
made my Part in the Scene ſo very eaſie too, tis im- 


poſſible 1 ſhould fail in it. | — 
| | | Sir 


y I don't complain ef my Fortune ei- 
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Sir Cha. That's what I conſider'd : for now the more 
ou throw your ſelf into her Power, the more 
be able to force her into yours. e 

L. Mo. After all (begging the Ladies Pardon) Your fine 
Women, like Bullies, are only ſtout when they know 
their Men: A Man of an heneſt Courage may fright em 
into any thing! Well, 1 am fully inſtructed, and will 
about it inſtantly — Won't you go along with me? 

Sir Cha, That may not be ſo proper : — beſides [ 
have a little Buſineſs upon 9 6 

L. Mo. O! your Servant, Sir — Good by to you 
you ſhan't ſtir. ; Ck RET Me . 

Sir Cha. My Lord, your Servant - [Exit L. Mo. 
So! nov to diſpoſe of my ſelf, till 'tis time to think of 
my Lady Graveairs —=Umph!—I have no great Maw to 


x 


that Buſineſs, methinks— I don't find my ſelf in Hu- 


mour enough to come up to the Civil things, that are 
uſually expected in the making up of an ol, 
{Edging . the Stage] There goes a warmer Tempta- 
tion by half: _—— Ha! into my Wife's Bedchamber 
too I queſtion if the Jade has any great Buſineſs 
there; —1 have a. Fancy ſhe has only. a mind to be tak- 
ing the Opportunity of no Body's being at Home, to 
make her Peace with me —let me ſee —ay, I fhall 
have time enough to go to her Ladyſhip afterwards-— 
Beſides I want a little Sleep, I find —Yqur young Fops 
may talk of their Women of Quality I but to me 
now, there's a ge ens Convenience in a Crea- 
ture one is not obligd to ſay much to upon theſe 
Occaſzons, | Issing. 

bh Euter Edging, 

Edg. Did you call me, Sir? | 

Sir Cha. Ha! all's Right [ Aſide.]— Ves, Madam, 
I did call you. 24 6 [Sits down. 

Edg. What would you pleaſe to haye, Sir? 


Sir Cha, Have! why, 1 would haye 2 grow a good | 


Girl, and know when you are well us'd, Huſſy. 
Eadg. Sir I don't complain of any thing, not I, 
Sir Cha. Well, don't be uneaſie — I am not An- 
gry with you Now — Come and Kiſs me. 


D _ a 


Quarrel — _ 


i 
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Edg. Lard, Sir! | 

Sir Cha. Don't be a Fool now — come hither. . 

Edg. Pſhah— 1 

Sir Cha. No wry Face — ſo — fit down, I 
won't haye you Jook Grave neither, let me ſee you 
ſmi e, you Jade you. 5 
 Edg. Hah! hah! [Laughs and Bluſhes, 

Sir Cha. Ah, you melting Rogue! . | 
_  Edg. Come, don't you be at your Tricks now —— 
Lard ! can't you fic ſtill and talk with one? J am ſure 
there's ten times more Love in that, and fifty times 
the Satisfaction, People may ſay what they will. 
Sir Cha, Well! now you're Good, you ſhall have 

your own Way, — 1 am going to lie down in the 
next Room; and, ſince you love a little Chat, come 
and throw my Night-Gown over me, and you ſhall 
talk me to flee | 

Edg. Yes, Sir for all his way, I ſee he likes 
me mL . [Exit after him. 


The SCENE changes to zbe Terras. 


Enter Tady Betty, Lady Eaſy, and Lord Morelove. 


L. Mo. Nay, Madam, there you are too ſevere up- 


on him; for bating now and then a little Vanity, my 


Lord Foppington does not want Wit ſometimes to make 
him a very tolerable Woman's Man, e "p 
L. Bet. But ſuch Eternal Vanity grows Tireſome. 
I. Ea. Come, if he were not ſo looſe in his Morals, 
Vanity methinks might be eaſily excus'd, conſidering 
how much 'tis in Faſhion : For pray obſerve, what's 


pearing foremoſt in the Knowledge of Manners, new 
Modes, and Scandal? and in that 1 don't ſee any Bo- 
dy comes up to him. | 3 
| L. Mo. Nor I indeed - and here he comes---- Pray; 
Madam, let's have a little more of him; no Body 
| Chews him to more Advantage than your 1 , 
y 4 | 0 [4 E 


[Goes to him. 


| [Exit Sir Charles, 


half the Converſation of moſt of the fine young Peo- 
ple about Town, but a perpetual Affectation of ap- 


5 
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L. Bet. Nay, with all my Heart; you'll ſecond me, 
ay Gard? ͤ ni 
L. Mo. Upon Occaſion, Madam 
I. Ea, Engaging upon Parties, my Lord? 
Rn | ' [Aſide and ſmiling to L. Mo. 
Enter Lord W 
L. Fop. So, Ladies! what's the Affair now? | 
L. Bet. Why you were, my Lord; I was allowing 
you a great many good Qualitiesz but Lady Eaſy ſays 
you are a perfect Hypocrite: and that whatever Airs you 
ive your ſelt to the Women, ſhe's confident you va- 
ue no Woman in the World ay to your own Lady. 
L. Fop. You ſee, Madam, how I am ſcandaliz'd up- 
on your Account, But it's ſo natural for a Prude 
to be malicious, when a Man endeayours to be well 
with any Body but her ſelf; did you never obſerve 


| ſhe was Piqu'd at that before : Ha! ha! 


L. Bet. I'll ſwear you're a provoking Creature. 

L. Fop. Let's be more familiar upon't, and give her 
Diſorder : Ha! ha! _ : 7 

L. Bet. Ha! ha! ha! | 333 

L. Fop. Stap my Breath, but Lady Eaſy is an Admi- 
rable Diſcover — Marriage is indeed a Prodigious Secu- 
rity of one's Inclination: : A Man's likely to take 2 
World of Pains in an Employment, where he can't 
be turn'd out for his Idleneſs. 5 | 


L. bet, I vow, my Lord, that's vaſtly Generous to 5 


all the Fine Women, you are for giving them a Deſpo- 
tick Power in Love, I ſee, to reward and puniſh as 
„ „ 
L. Fop. Ha! ha! Right, Madam; what ſignifies 
Beauty without Power? And a fine Woman when ſhe's 
Married makes as ridiculous a Figure, as a Beaten Ge- 
neral marching out of a Gariſon. 3 
L. Ea. I'm afraid, Lady Betty, the greateſt Danger 
in your Uſe of Power, would be from a too heedleſs Lis 
berality; you would more mind the Man than his Merit, 
L. Fop.. Piqued again, by all that's Fretful —— 
Well, certainly to give Envy is a Pleaſure inexpreſlible? 
3 [To Lady Bet. 
BY L. B. 
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L. Bet. Ha! ba! 13 
L. Ea. Does not ſhe ſhow him well, my Lord? 


L. Mo. Perfectly, and me to my ſelf — For now 
Talmoſt bluſh to think I ever was uneaſie at him. 

| | | [To Lady Eaſy. 

L. Fop. Lady Eaſy, I ask ten thouſand Pardons, 
I'm afraid I am rude all this while. PAL 
L. Ea. O not at all, my Lord, you are always good 

Company, when you pleaſe : not but in ſome things, 

indeed, you are apt to be like other fine Gentlemen, a 
little too looſe in your Principles 

L. Fop. O, Madam, never to the Offence of the La- 
dies; I agree in any Community with them; no Body 
is a more conftant Churchman, when the fine Women 
are there. 1 

L. Ea. O fie, my Lord, you ought not to go for 
their fakes at all, And I wonder, you that are for 
being ſuch a good Husband of your Virtues, are not 
* of bringing your Prudence into a Lampoon or 
o lA 
L. ber. Lampdons and Plays, Madam, are only 
things to be laugh'd at. 462 

L. Mo. Plays now indeed one need not be ſo much 
afraid of, for fince the late ſhort-ſighted View of em, 
Vice may go on and proſper, the Stage dares hardly 
ſhew a Vicious Perſon ſpeaking like himſelf, for fear 
of being call'd Prophane for expoſing him, 


For Example. 


fee, ſhall not we make our Bows? 

L. Bet. O! by all means, | 
| bs, Ea. Lady Bitty, I muſt leave you; For I'm ob- 
lig' d to write Letters, and I know you won't give me 
L. Ber. Well, my Dear, I'll make a fhort Viſit, and 
be with you, rey [Exit Lady Eaſy. 
Zray what's become of my Lady Graveairs / 


L. Mo. 


[Aſede to L. Mo? 


L. Ea. 'Tis hard indeed, when People won't diſtin- 
iſh between what's meant for Contempt, and what 


1. L. Fo. Od fo! Ladies, the Court's coming home, 
"SN | 5 


| Is all that's left to me 
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L. Mo. Oh, I believe ſhe's gone home, Madam, ſhe 
 ſeem'd not ta be very well. bl 

L. Fop. And where's Sir Charles, my Lord? 

L. Mo. I left him at his own Lodgings. 

L. Bet. He's upon ſome Ramble, I'm afraid. 

L. Fop. Nay, as for that Matter, a Man may ramble 
at home ſometimes — Burt here come the Chaiſes, we 
muſt make a little more Haſte, Madam. [ Exeunt. 


The SCENE changes 70 Sir Chales's Lodging. 


Enter Lady Eaſy, aud a Servant. 

L. Ea. Is your Maſter come home? 

Serv, Les, Madam. 5 wig 

L. Ea, Where is he? 

Serv. | believe, Madam, he's laid down to fleep. 

L. Fa. Where's Edging ? Bid her get me ſome Wax 
and Paper—ſtay, it's no matter, now I think on it — 
there's ſome above upon my Toilet, [Exeun: ſeverally, 


The SCENE opens, and diſcovers Sir Charles 
without his Periwig, and Edging by him, both 


aſleep iu two caſie Chairs. 


Then enter Lady Eaſy, who flarts and trembles, ſome 

time unable to peak. 
L. Ea. Ha! f 3 

Protect me Virtue, Patience, Reaſon! 

Teach me to bear this killing Sight, or let 

Me think my dreaming Senſes are deceiv'd! 

For ſure a Sight like This might raiſe the Arm 

Of Duty, even to the Breaſt of Love! At leaſt 

I'll throw this Vizor of my Patience offs _ 

Now wake him in his Guilt, —_ W 

And barefac'd front him with my Wrongs. 

1'l] talk to him till he bluſhes, nay *tajl — 

Frowns on me, perhaps — and then 7 

I'm loſt again The Eaſe of a few Tears 


And Duty too forhids me to inſult, 122 
| D3 When 
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When I have vow'd Obedience— Perhaps 
The Fault's in me, and Nature has not form'd 
Me with the Thouſand little Requiſites 
That warm the Heart to Love 
Somewhere there is a Fault W 
But Heav'n _ knows what both of us deſerye : 
Ha ! Bare-headed, and in fo ſound a Sleep! ; 
Who knows, while thus expos'd to th! unwholſome Air, 
But Heav'n offended may o'ertake his Crime, 

And, in ſome Janguiſhing Diſtemper, leave him 

A ſevere Example of. its violated Laws. 

Forbid it Mercy, and forbid it Love. 

This may prevent it. 

[Tales a Steinkirk off her Neck, and lays it 
ently on his Head. 1 

And if he ſhou'd wake offended at my too buſie Care, 

jet my Heart-breaking Patience, Duty, and my fond 

Affection plead my Pardon. Exit. 

[After ſhe has been out ſome Time, a Bell rings; 
zging wakes, and ſtirs Sir Charles. 

Eds. Oh! | * Hb 
Sir Cha, How now ! what's the Matter? | 
Ede. O! Bleſs my Soul, my Lady's come home. 
Sir Cha. Go, go then, . 1 [ Bell rings. 
Edg. O lud! My Head's in ſuch a Condition too. Nuns 

20 the Glaſs.) I am coming, Madam O lud! here's no 

Powder neither Here, Madam. 512 - iv Bet. 
Sir Cha. How now! [Feeling the Steinkirk upon his 

Head] What's this? How came it here? [Puts on his 

ig.] Did not I ſee my Wife wear this to Da 


Death! ſhe can't have been here, ſure! —It could be 


Jealouſie that brought her home ——for my coming 


was accidental — ſo too, I fear, might hers, _——— 
How careleſs have I been ?— not to ſecure the Door 


neither—'Twas fooliſh=——— It muſt be ſo! She cer- 
tainly has ſeen me here ſleeping with her Woman :— 
If ſo, how low an Hypocrite to her muſt that Sight 
have prov'd me: The Thought has made me deſpi- 
cable ev'n to my ſelf How mean a Vice is Lying? and 
how often have theſe empty Pleaſures lull'd my Ho- 
88 | nour 


— 


tle Thinkin —ſomething ſhould be done— 
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four and my Conſcience to a Eethargy, — while I 
roſly have abus'd her, poorly skulking behind a thow- 
find I Falſhoods? Now I reflect, this has not been the 
firſt of her Diſcoveries — How contemptible a Figure 
muſt I have made to her !— A Crowd of recollected 
Circumſtances confirms me now, ſhe has been long ac- 
quainted with my Follies, and yet with what amazing 
Prudence has ſhe born the ſecret Pangs of injur'd Love, 
and wore an everlaſting Smile to me ? This asks. a lit- 


I'll ſee her inflantly, and be reſoly'd from her Boas 
v : 5:1. Exits. 


The SCE N E cling 70 another Room. 
Enter Lady Eaſy and Edging, 
L. Ea. Where have you been, Edging. SL: 48 
Edg. Been, Madam! I—I—I—I came as ſoon as I 


heard you Ring, Madam. 
L.. Fa. How Guilt confounds her! but ſhe's below 


m1 Thought—Fetch my laſt new Scarf hither 
3 


ve a Mind to alter it a little — make haſte, 
Eag. Yes, Madam I ſee ſhe does not ſuſpect 
any thing. (Exif, 
L. Ea. Heigh ho! [Sitting down] 1 had forgot 
but I'm unfit for writing now 'Twas an hard 
Conflict yet it's a Joy to think it over: A ſe- 


eret Pride, to tell my Heart my Conduct has been 


Juſt How low are Vicious Minds, that offer 
Injuries, bow much ſuperior . Innocence that bears 
em? Still there's a Pleaſure ev'n in the Me- 
lancholy of a quiet Conſcience.— Away my Fears, 
it is not yet impoſſible for while bis Hu- 
man Nature is not quite ſhook ol. 1 ys not Wy 
deſpair, © + 


© Re-enter Edging with a Scarf. 
"= OE 3 age Scar . 5 let 

a t down there ——nd, me: hs 
—here—Rip * all that Silver. 33. 6: 76: | 
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; Edt, Indeed, I always thought it would become 
your Lady ſnip better without it — But now fup- 


poſe, Madam, you carry'd another Row of Gold 


round the Scojlops, and then you take and lay this 
Silver plain all along the Gathers, and your Lady ſhip 
will perfectly ſee, it will give the Thing ten thouſand 
times another Air. 

L. Za. Pry'thee don't be * do as I bid you. 

Edg. Nay, Madam, with all my Heart, your Lady- 
Ihip may do as you pleaſe. | | 

L. Ea. This Creature grows ſo confident, and I dare 


not part with her, leſt he ſhould think it Jealouſie. [ Aſide. 


Enter Sir Charles. 
Sir Cha. So, my Dear! What, at Work! How are 
you employ'd, pray ? 1 
L. Ea. I was thinking to alter this Scarf here. 
Sir Cha. What's amiſs! methinks it's very pretty. 
Edg. Yes, Sir, it's pretty enough for that Matter, 
but my Lady has a Mind it ſhould be proper too, 
Sir Cha. Indeed: 1 
L. Ea. I fanſy plain Gold and Black, would be- 
come me better. 
Sir Cha. That's a grave Thought, my Dear. 
_ Edg. O dear Sir, not at all, my Lady's much in the 


| Right; I am ſure, as it is, it's fit for nothing but a Girl. 


Sir Cha. Leave the Room. 


Egg. Lard, Sir! I can't ſtir— ! muſt ſtay to 


Sit Cha. G0 | [ Angrity. 
sag. reer down the Work haſtily, and crying 
aſide.) If ever I ſpeak to him again, I'll be burn'd. 

Sir Cha. Sit ſtill, my Dear, came to talk wit 
Fou — and, which you well may wonder at, what 
I have to ſay, is of Importance too, but tis in order 
20 my. Hereafter always talking kindly to you. 

L. Ea. Your Words were never * nor can 

I charge you with a Look that ever had the Appear- 
ance r 5 : 3 . 
Sir Cha. The perpetual Spring of your good Humour, 
lets me draw no Merit from what I have appear'd to be, 


which 


iv ov. 
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which makes me curious now to know your Thoughts 
of what I _— am: And never having ask'd you this 
before, it puzzles me; nor can I (my ſtrange Negli- 
gence” conlider'd) reconcile to Reaſon, your firſt 
Thoughts of venturing upon Marriage with me., - 
L. Ea. I never thought ic ſuch a Hazard. | 
Sir Cha. How cou'd a Woman of your Reſtraint in 


Principles, Sedateneſs, Senſe, and tender Diſpoſition, 


Yropoſe to fee an happy Life with ane (now I re- 
ect) that hardly took an Hour's Pains ey'n before 
Marriage, to appear but what I am; A looſe unheeded 


| Wretch, abſent in all I do, Civil, and as often Rude 


without Deſign, unſeaſonably thoughtful, eaſie to a 


Fault, and in my beſt of Praiſe, but careleſly good- 


natur d; How ſhall I reconcile your Temper with 
having made ſo ſtrange a Choice? | 
L. Ea, Your own Words may anſwer you — Your 


having never ſeem'd to be, but what you really were; 


and through that Careleſneſs of Temper, there ſtill 
ſhone forth to me an undeſiguing Honeſty, I always 
doubted of in ſmoother Faces: Thus while I ſaw you 


took leaſt Pains to win me, you pleas'd and woo'd 


me moſt : Nay, I have thought, that ſuch a Temper 


could never be deliberately unkind: Or at the wor, 


I-knew that Errors from want of Thinking might be 
born; at leaſt, when probably one Moment's ſerious 
Tho would end em: Theſe were my work of 
Fears, and theſe, when weigh'd by growing Love a- 
gainſt my ſolid Hopes, were nothing. & 

Sir Cha. My Dear, your Underſtanding ſtariles me, 
and juſtly calls my own in el I bluſh co think 
I've worn ſo v__—_ 


* 


L. Ea. You ſet too high a Value on the common 


Qualities of an eaſie Wife. | 
Sir Cha. Virtues, like Benefits, ate dduble, when 
conceal'd : And, 1 confeſs, I yet ſuſpect you of an 


higher Value far, than I have ſpoke you. 
I. Ea. I underſtand you not. 2 


Br 


in my Boſom, and till 
this Hour, have ſcarce been curious once to look up- 
on its Luſtre. vx cron 
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Sir Cha, I'll fpeak more plainly to you be free and 
tell me —— Where did you leave this Handkerchief ? 
L. Ea. OW i | | 
Sir Cha. What is't you ftart at! You hear the Queſ- 
tion. K 75 WOES 
I. Ea. What ſhall I ſay? my Fears confound me. 
Sir Cha. Be not concern'd, my Dear, be eaſie in 
the Truth and tell me. | . 
I. Ea. 1 cannot ſpeak — and I cou'd wiſh you'd 
not oblige me to it —— tis the only Thing I ever yet 
refus'ꝰd you and tho' I want a Reaſon for my 
Will, let me not anſwer you. 
Sir Cha, Your Will then be a Reafon, and ſince I 
ſiee you are fo generoufly tender of reproaching me, 
tis fit I ſhou'd be eaſie in my Gratitude, and make 
what ought to be my Shame, my Joy; let me be there- 
fore pleas'd to tell you now, your wondrous Conduct 
Has wak'd me to a Senſe of your Diſquiet paſt, and 
Reſolution never to diſturb it more = And (not 
that I offer it as a Merit, but yet in blind Compliance 
to my Will) let me beg you wou'd immediately Diſ- 
charge your Woman. | | | 
L. Ea. Alas! I think not of her — O, my Dear, diſ- 
tract me not with this Exceſs of Goodneſs. ¶ Meeping. 
Sir Cha. Nay, praiſe me not, left I reflect how lit- 
tle I have deſery'd it I fee you're in Pain to give 
me this Confuſion —— Come, I will not ſhock your 
- Softneſs, by my untimely Bluſh for what is paſt, but 
rather ſooth you to a Pleaſure at my Senſe of Joy, for 
my recover'd Happineſs to. come. Give then to my 
new born Love, what Name you pleaſe, it cannot, 
mall not be too kind: O! it cannot be too foft for 
- what my Soul ſwells up with Emulation to deſerve — a 
Receive me then intire at laſt, and take what yet no G 
Woman ever truly had, my. conquer'd Heart. * 
I. Ea. O the ſoft Treaſure! O the dear Reward of ty 
long deſiring Love —— Now I am bleſt indeed to ſee 
you kind without th* Expence-of Pain in being ſo, to 
make you mine with Eaſineſs: Thus! thus to have you 
mine is ſomething more than Happineſs, tis _— 
0 | 1 Life, 


* 5 


— 
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Pain intolerable to give you a Con 


| my Lady Graveairs 
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Life, and Madneſs of abounding Joy. But twas 2 
uſion. 

Sir Cha. O thou engaging Virtue ! But I'm too flow 


in doing Juſtice to thy Love: I know thy Softneſe 
will refuſe me; but remember I inſiſt upon it 


let thy Woman be diſcharg'd this Minute, 
L. Ea. No, my Dear, think me not ſo low in Faith, 


to fear that, after what you've ſaid, twill ever be in 
her Power to do me future Injury: When I can con- 
veniently provide for her, 1'1l think on't: But to diſ- 


charge her now, might let her gueſs at the Occaſion; 


and methinks, I wou'd have all our Differences, like 
our Endearments, be equally a Secret to our Servants. 


Sir Cha. Still my Superior every way — be it as 
you have better thought — Well, my Dear, now I'll 
confeſs a Thing that was not in your Power tb accuſe 
me of; to be ſhort, I own this Creature is not the 
only one I have been to blame witn. 

L. Ea. 1 know ſhe is not, and was always leſs con- 
cern'd to find it ſo, for Conſtancy in Errors might 
have been fatal to me. 4 . 
Sir Cha, What is't you know, my Dear? I Surprix d. 

L. Ea, Come, I am not afraid to accuſe you now — 


let all the World know it, and ic wou'd have been 
hard indeed, had it been only to me a Secret. 7 
Sir Cha. My Dear, III ask no more Queſtions, for 


fear of being more ridiculous: I do confeſs, I thought 
my Diſcretion there had been a Maſter - piece : 2 
How contemptible muſt I have look'd all this while? 


. Tn 58, You ⁵————— 
Sir Cha, Well, to let you ſee I had ſome Shame; 
as well as Nature in me, I had writ this to my Lady 


Graveairs, upon my firſt diſcovering that you knew _ 


I had wrong'd you: Read it, 3 
L. Ea, Reads] Something has happen'd, that 
ce prevents the Viſit I intended you; and IL could 


1 tell you, *tis utterly inconyenient that I 
e ſhow'd ever ſee you more, | 


— — 


- 


Your Careleſneſs, my Dear, 


FE gladly wiſh, you never wou'c reproach me, if 1} 


This 
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This indeed was more than I had merited. 


Sir Cha, Who's there? Here — Step with this 


to my Lady Graveairs. | 
” [Seals the Litter, and gives it to the Servant. 
Serv. Yes, Sir Madam, my Lady Betty's come. 
LI. Ea, I'Il wait on her. _ 


Sir Cha, My Dear, I'm thinking there may be o- 


ther things my 1 may hade 665 In you in; 
but be affur'd, as I diſcover em, all ſhall be correQ- 
ed: Is there any Part or Circumſtance in your For- 
tune that I can change, or yet make eaſier to you? 
I. Ea. None, my Dear, your good Nature never 
| Ninted me in that; and now, methinks, I have leſs 
Qccaſion there than ever, = | . 
Nein Servant. | 
Serv. Sir, my Lord Mortlove's come. 


Sir Cha. I am coming 1 think I told you of 
the Defign we had laid againſt Lady Best y. 

L. Ea. You did, and I ſhou'd be pleas'd to be my 
,, 

Sir Cha, I believe. we may employ you: I know 
' he waits for me with Impatience. But, my Dear, 
won't you think me taſteleſs to the Joy you've given 
me, to ſuffer at this time any Concern but you, t'em- 


. 


- 


c 
I. Ea. Seaſons muſt be obey'd; and ſince I know 
your Friend's Happineſs depending, I couꝰd not taſte 
my own, Thau'd you neple@ it. 5 
Sir CHa. Thou eafie Sweetnefs ——— O! what 
2 Waſte on thy neglected Love, has my unthinking 
Brain committed? But Time and future Thrift of 
Tenderneſs, fhall .yet A all: The Hours will 
come when this Toft gliding Stream that fwells my 
Heart, uninterrupted ſhall renew its Courſe ——— 
And like the Ocean after Ebb, ſhall move 
Wick conſtant Force of due returning Love. 
| | | „ e {7A 


The 


OO 


a 8 
I. Bet, My Lady Eaſy gone} . 
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The SCENE changes to another Room. | 


And then Re-enter Lady Eaſy and Lady Betty, 
L. Ber. You've been in Tears, my Dear, and yet 
you look'd pleas'd too. | | 
IL. Ea. You'll pardon me, if I can't let you into 
Circumſtances : But be ſatisfied, Sir Charles has made 

me happy ev'n to a Pain of Joy. | 
L. Bet. Indeed Pm truly glad of it, tho” I am ſorry 
to find that any one who has Generoſity enough to 
do you Juſtice, ſhow'd unprovok'd be fo great an E- 
nemy to me. | 3 
L. Ea. Sir Charles your 5 . 
L. Ber. My Dear, you'll pardon me, if I always 
thought him ſo, but now I am convinc'd of it, 
IL. Ea. In what, pray? I can't think you'll find 


him ſo. 


L. Bet. O! Madam, it has been his whole Buſineſs: 
of late to make-an utter Breach between my Lord: 
Morelove and me. 3 
IL. Ea. That may be owing to your Uſage of my 
Lord: Perhaps he thought it wou'd not diloblige you: 
I am confident you are miſtaken in him. 

L. Bet. O! I don't uſe to be out in Things of this 
Nature, I can ſee well enough; But I ſhall be able 
to tell you more when I have talk'd with my Lord, 

L. Ea. Here he comes; and becauſe you ſhall tall 
with him No Excuſes — for poſitively I will: 
leave you together. + 2 5 

L. Bet. Indeed, my Dear, I deſire you would ſtay 
then; for, I know you think now, that I have a Mind 


L. Ea, To to ha! ha! ha! [Going 
L. Bet. Well! remember this. | 
| Enter Lord Morelove. | 
L. Mo. I hope I don't fright you away, Madam? 
I. Ea. Not at all, ny Lord; but I muſt beg your 
Pardon for a Moment, I'll wait upon you immediate- 
| Exit. 


* - 
- 


L. A 


1 to a Diſguſt of her regardleſs Principles. 
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IL. Mo. Perhaps, Madam, in Friendſhip to you; ſhe 
thinks I may haye deſery'd the Coldneſs you of late 
have ſhewn me, and was willing to give you this O 
portunity to convince me, you have not done it with- 
out juſt Grounds and Reaſon,  . _ | 
L. Bet. How handſomely does he reproach me? But 
I can't bear that he ſhou'd think I know it— ¶ Aſide. 
My Lord, whatever has paſs'd between you'aad. me, 
I dare ſwear that. cou'd not be her Thoughts at this 
time: Fer when two People have appear'd profeſs'd E- 
nemies, ſhe can't but think one will as little care to give, 
as t'other to receive a Juſtification of their Actions. 
L. Mo. Paſſion indeed often does repeated Injuries 
on both ſides, but 1 don't remember in my Heat of 
Error, I ever yet profeſs'd my ſelf your Enemy. 
I. Bet. My Lord, 1 ſhall be very free with you 
11 confeſs 1 do think now I have not a greater Ene- 
my in the World. 3 | 
L. Mo. If having long loved you, to my own Diſ- 
iet, be injurious, I am contented then to ſtand the 


* 


remoſt of your Enemies. 


I.. Bet. O, my Lord, there's no gront Fear of your 


being my Enemy that way, I dare fay —— 
L. Mo. There's no other way my Heart can bear 
to offend you now, and I foreſee in that it will per- 
ſiſt to my undoing. —_ 5 | 
I.. Bet. Fie, fie, my Lord, we know where your 
Heart is well — EY OG 
IL. Mo. My Conduct has indeed deſerv'd this Scorn, 
and therefore tis but juſt I ſhou'd ſubmit to your Re- 
ſentment, and beg (tho' I'm aſfur'd in yain) for Par- 


don, | [ Kneels, 
Enter Sir Charles. 

Sir Cha. How, my Lord! [L. Mo. riſes. 
L. Ber. Ha! He here? This was unlucky. Aſide. 
L. Mo. O pity my Confuſion ! [To T. Betty, 


Sir Cha. I am ſorry to ſee you can ſo ſoon forget 


your ſelf; methinks the Inſult you have born from 


that Lady, by this Time, ſhou'd have warn'd you in- 


L. Mo, 


1 2 


C 


L. Mo. Hold, Sir Charles! While you and 1 are 


Friends, I deſire you would ſpeak with Honour of 
this Lady 'Tis ſufficient I have no Complaint 


againſt her, and Fl I P 11 46 
L. Bet. My Lord, I beg you wou'd reſent this thing 


no farther 2 An Injury like this, is better puniſh'd with 


our Contempt; apparent Malice ſhou'd only be laugh'd 
at | 

Sir Cha. Ha! ha! the old Recourſe, Offers of any 
Hopes to delude him from his Reſentment; and then, 


as the grand Monarch did with Cavalier, you are ſure 


to keep your Word with him. | 
L. Bet. Sir Charles, to let you know how far I am 


above your little Spleen, my Lord, your Hand from 


this Hour 


Sir Cha. Pſhah ! Pſhali in Deſign ! all Pique! 
meer Artifice, and diſapp 


ointed Woman. 
L. Bet. Look you, Sir, not that I doubt my Lord's 


Opinion of me; yet. 


Sir Cha. Look you, Madam, in ſhort, your Word 


has been too often taken to let you make up Quarrels, 
as you uſed to do, with a ſoft Look, and a fair Pro- 
miſe you never intended to keep. | 


L. Ber. Was ever ſuch an Inſolence ? he won't give 
me leave to ſpeak. 


L. Mo. Sir Charles! © 5 


L. Bet. No pray, my Lord, have Patience; and ſince 


his Malice ſeems to grow particular, I dare his worſt, and 
urge him to the Proof on't: Pray, Sir, wherein can 


you charge me with Breach of Promiſe to my Lord? 


Sir Cha. Death, you won't deny it > How often, to 


piece up a Quarrel, have you appointed him to viſit 


you alone; and tho* you have promis'd to ſee no o- 
ther Company the whole Day, when he has come, 


he has found you among the Laugh of noiſie Fops, 
Coquets, and Coxcombs, diſſolutely Gay, while your 
full Eyes ran o'er with Tranſport of their Flattery, and 
Four own vain Power of pleaſing? How often, I ſay, 


ave you been known to throw away, at leaft, four 


Hours of your good Humour, upon ſuch Wretches; 


and 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 


f 

| | 
1 

| 


| 
| 
| 
| 
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and the Minute they were e, grew only dull to 
him, ſunk into a diſtaſteful rum . ou had 
talk d your ſelf into the Head- ach, and then indulg'd 
upon the dear Delight of ſeeing him in Pain: And by 
that time you had ftretcht, and gap'd him heartily out 
of Patience, of a ſudden moſt importantly remember 

ou had out- ſate your Appointment with my Lady Fid- 
— 3 and —— order your Coach to the 
L. Bet. Yet, Sir, have you done? 

Sir Cha. No—— tho” this might ſerve to ſhew the 
Nature of your Principles : But the noble Conqueſt 


you have gain'd at laſt, over defeated Senſe of Repu- 


tation too, has made your Fame immortal. 

L. Mo. How, Sir 1 

L. Ber. My Re put 0 _ | 

Sir Cha. Ay, Madam, your Reputation —my Lord, 
if 1 advance a Falſhood, then reſent it — I ſay, Sour 
Reputation — 't has been your Life's whole Pride of 
Jare, to be the common Toaſt of every publick Ta- 
ble, vain ev'n in the infamous Addreſſes of a marry'd 
Man, my Lord Foppington; let that be reconcil'd with 
Reputation, I'll now ſhake Hands with Shame, and 


bow me to the low Contempt which you deſerve from 


him; not but I ſuppoſe you'll yet endeavour to reco- 
ver him: Now you find ill Uſage in Danger of loſing 
your Conqueſt, tis poſſible you'll ſtop at nothing to 
preſerve it, 8 

L. Ber. Sir Charles 
| [Walks diſorder'd, and he after her. 

Sir Cha. 1 know your Vanity is fo yoracious, 'twill 
ev'n wound it ſelf to feed it felf; offer him a Blank, 


„and part with ev'n your Pride to keep him. 
L. Bet. Sir Charles. I have not deſervid this of 
you, .w | "Burſting into Tears. 
Sir Cha. Ah! True Woman, drop him a ſoft diſ- 
Fembling Tear, and then his juſt Reſentment muſt be 
huſht of Courſe. 5 PFW 
L. Mo. O Charles! 1 ean bear no more, thoſe 
Tears are too reproaching. Sir 


2 to fill ap with Hopes of what Nature he plea- 


* 
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Sir Cha, Hiſt for your Life! [ Aſide, and then aloud.] 
My Lord, if you believe her, you're undone; the very 
next Sight of my Lord Foppington, would make her 
yet forſwear all that ſhe can promiſe. | 

L. Bet. My Lord Foppington ! Is that the mighty 
Crime that muſt condemn me then? You know I us'd 
him but as a Tool of my Reſentment, which you your 
ſelf, by a pretended Friendſhip to us both, moſt art- 
fully provok'd me to — W447 

L. Mo. Hold, I conjure you, Madam, I want not 
this Convition: ++ | 

I. Bet. Send for him this Minute, and you and he 
ſhall. both be Witneſſes of the Contempt, and Deteſ- 
tation I have for any. forward Hopes his Vanity may 
have given him, or your Malice would inſinuate. 

Sir Cha. Death! you wou'd as: ſoon eat Fire, as 
ſoon part with your luxurious Taſte of Folly, as dare 
to own the half of this before his Face, or any one, 
that would make you bluſh to deny it to — Here comes 
my Wife, now we ſhall ſee — Ha! and my Lord Fop- 
pington with her — Now! now, we ſhall ſee this 
mighty Proof of your Sincerity — Now, my Lord, 
you'll have a Warning ſure, and henceforth know 
me for your Friend indeed. 


Enter Lady Eaſy and Lord Foppington. 


L. Ea. In Tears, my Dear, what's the matter! 

L. Bet. O, my Dear, all I told you's true: Sir Charles 
has ſhewn himſelf ſo inveterably my Enemy, that if [ 
believ'd I deſerv'd but half his Hate, twou'd make 
me hate my ſelf. | | 
IL. Fop. Hark you, Charles, pr'ythee what is this Bu- 
lineſs? * * | | 

Sir Cha. Why yours, my Lord, for ought I know — 
I have made ſuch a Breach betwixt em, —I can't pro- 
miſe much for the Courage of a Woman; but if hers 
holds, I am ſure it's wide enough, you may enter 
ten a-Breaſt, my Lord. | ee 
I. Fop. Say'ſt thou ſo, Charles? then 1 hold Six to 

Four I am the firſt Man in the Town. 1 
3 | L. Ea, 
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L. Ea. Sure there muſt be ſome Miſtake in this; I 
hope he has not made my Lord your Enemy. 
L. Bet. I know not what he has done. 


L. Mo. Far be that Thought! Alas! I am too much 


in fear my ſelf, that what 1 have this Day commit- 
ted, advis'd by his miſtaken Friendſhip, may have 
done my Love irreparable Prejudice, 


L. Bet. No, my Lord, ſince 1 perceive his little 


Arts have not prevail'd upon your good Nature to 
my Prejudice, I am bound in Gratitude, in Duty to 
my ſelf, and to the Confeſſion you have made, my 
Lord, to acknowledge now, I have been to blame too. 

L. Mo. Ha! is't pofitble, can you own ſo much? 
O my tranſported Heart! 0775 


/ 


L. Bet. He ſays I haygitaken Pleaſure in ſeeing you ; 


uneaſie — I own it - but twas when that Uneaſineſs 
I thought proceeded from your Love; and if you did 
love — *twill not be much to pardon it. 


L.. Mo. O let my Soul, thus bending to your Power, 


adore this ſoft deſcending Goodneſs. 
L. Bet. And ſince the giddy Woman's Slights 1 have 
ſhewn you too often, have been publick, tis fit at 


laſt the Amends and Reparation ſhou'd be ſo: There- 


fore what I offer'd to Sir Charles, I now repeat be- 
fore this Company, my utter Deteſtation of any paſt, 
or future Gallantry, that has or ſhall be offer'd b 
to your Uneaſineſs. „ : 
- L. Mo, O be leſs generous, or teach me to deſerve 
it— Now bluſh, Sir Charles, at your injurious Ac- 
euſation. | | | | 
L. Fop. Hah! Pardi voila quelque Choſe d' Extraor- 
dinaire. | TN [Aſide. 


L. Bet. As for my Lord Foppington, I owe him 


Thanks for having been ſo friendly an Inſtrument of 
our Reconciliation; for tho” in the little outward Gal- 
lantry I receiv'd from him, I did not immediately 
truſt him with my Deſign in it, yet I have a better 
Opinion of his Underſtanding, than to ſuppoſe he 
cou'd miſtake it. | * 


1. Fop, 


y me 


eee as 
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I. Fop. I am ſtruck dumb with the Deliberation of 
her Aſſurance; and do not poſitively remember, that 
the Non-Chalence of my Temper ever had ſo bright 
an Occaſion to ſhew it ſelf before. 

L. Bet, My Lord, I hope you'll pardon the Free- 
dom I have taken with you. | 

L. Fop. O, Madam, don't be under the Confuſion of 
an Apology upon my Account; for in Caſes of this 
Nature, I am never diſappointed, but when I find a 
Lady of the ſame Mind two Hours together — Ma- 
dam, I have loſt a thouſand fine Women in my time; 
but never had the ill Manners to be out of Humour 
with. any one for refuſing me, ſince I was born, 

L. Bet, My Lord, that's a very prudent Temper. 

L. Fop. Madam, to convince you that IJ am in an 
univerſal Peace with Mankind, ſince you own I have 
ſo far contributed to your Happineſs, give me leave to 
have the Honour of compleating it, by joining your 
Hand where you have already offer'd up your Incli- 
nation. 

I. Bet. My Lord, that's a Fayour I can't refuſe you. 

L. Mo. ' Generous indeed, my Lord. 

I.. Fop. joins their Hands. 

L. Fop. And ſtap my Breath, if ever 1 was better 
pleas'd ſince my firſt Entrance into human Nature, 

Sir Cha. How now, my Lord! What! throw up 
the Cards before you have loſt the Game ? 

I. Fop. Look you, Charles, tis true, I did deſign to 
have play'd with her alone : But he that will keep well 
with the Ladies, muſt ſometimes be content to make 
one at a Poole with em: And ſince I know I muſt 
engage her in my Turn, I don't ſee any great Odds 
in Lin him take the firſt Game with her. | 

Sir Cha. Wiſely conſider'd, my Lord. 

L. Bet, And now, Sir Charles | 

Sir Cha. And now, Madam, I'll ſave you the Trouble 
of a long Speech; and, in one Word, confeſs that eve- 
ry thing 1 have done in Regard to you this Day was 
purely Artificial — I ſaw there was no way to ſecure 


you to my Lord Morelove, but my alarming your Uber 
WE ; Wit 


ö 
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me leave to bring em hither? 


with the Danger of loſing him: And ſince the Succeſs 
muſt have by this time convinc'd you, that in Love 
nothing is more ridiculous than an over- acted Aver- 
ſion; 1 am ſure you won't take it ill, if we at laſt 
congratulate your good Nature, by heartily laughing 
at the Fright we had put you in. Ha! ha! ha! 

L. Ea. Ha! ha! ha! | 

L. Bet, Why — well, I declare it now, 1 hate you 
worſe than ever. 

Sir Cha. Ha! ha! ha! And was it afraid they wou'd 
take away its Love from it — Poor Lady Betty! ha! ha! 

L. Ea. My Dear, I beg your Pardon; but tis impoſ- 
ſrble not to laugh when one's ſo heartily pleas'd. 

L. Fop, Really Madam, I am afraid the Humour of 
the Company will draw me into your Diſpleaſure too ; 
but if I were to expire this Moment, my laſt Breath 


wou' d poſitively go out in a Laugh. Ha! ha! ha! 


L. Bet. Nay, I have deſerv'd it all, that's the Truth 
on't but I hope, my Lord, you were not in this De- 
ſign againſt me. N 8 
L. Mo. As a Proof, Madam, I am inclin'd never to 
deceive you more, — I do confeſs I had my ſhare in't. 
L. Bet. You do, my Lord — then I declare 'twas a 


Deſign, one or other — the beſt carried on, that ever 


I knew in my Life; and (tomy Shame I own it) for 
Ought I know, the only thing that cou'd have prevail'd 
upon my Temper : Twas a fooliſh Pride that has coſt 
me many a bitten Lip to ſupport it — I wiſh we don't 
both repent, my Lord. f | 

L. Mo. Don't you repent without me, and we ne- 
ver ſhall. 8 
Sir Cha. Well, Madam, now the worſt that the World 


can ſay of your paſt Conduct, is that my Lord had 


Conſtancy, and you have try'd it. | 
- .. Enter a Servant to Lord Morelove. 

Serv. My Lord, Mr. le Fevre's below, and deſires to 
know what time your Lordſhip will pleaſe to have 
the Muſick begin. | TT 

L. Mo. Sir Charles, what ſay you? Will you give 


Sir 


% 
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Sir Cha. As the Ladies think fit, my Lord. - 
L. Bet, O! by all means, twill be better here, un- 

leſs we cou'd have the Terras to ourſelves. q | 
L. Mo. Then pray deſire em to come all hither im- 
mediately, | | 
Ser. Yes, my Lord, [Exit Serv, 
| Enter Lady Grayeairs. | 
Sir Cha, Lady Graveairs / 


I. Ora. Ye! you may well tart! but don't ſuppoſe 


I am now come like a poor tame Fool to upbraid 
your Guilt; but if 1 wry to blaſt you with a Look, 

Sir Cha. Come, come, you have Senſe, — Don't ex- 
poſe your ſelf — you are unhappy, and I own my ſelf 
the Cauſe —— The only Satisfaction I can offer you is 
to proteſt, no new Engagement takes me from you; 
But a ſincere Reflection of the long Neglect, and In- 
juries Iv'e done the beſt of Wives; for whoſe Amends 
and only Sake I now muſt part with you, and-all the 
inconvenient Pleaſures of my Life, 

L. Gra, Have you then fallen into the low Con- 
tempt of expoſing me, and to your. Wife too? 

Sir Cha. Twas impoſſible, without it, I could ever 
be ſincere in my Converſion. 

L. Gra. Deſpicable. he” | | 
Sir Cha. Do not think ſo — for my ſake I know 
ſhe'll not repraach you — nor, by her Carriage, ever 
—. World perceive you've wrong'd her. — My 

0 ns” | {IE 
L. Ea. Lady Graveairs, I hope you'll ſup with us? 
L. Gra. I can't refuſe ſo much good Company, 
Sir Cha, Yeu fee the worſt of her Reſentment — 
In the mean time, don't endeavour to be her Friend, 
and ſhe'll never be your Eee. BY 
L. Gra. I am unfortunate — tis what my Folly has 
deſerv'd, and I ſubmit to it | N 
IL. Mo. So! here's the Muſick, 
L. Ea. Come, Ladies ſhall we ſit} 


After 
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After the Muſick a S ON G. 


Abina with an Angel's Face, 
By Love ordain'd for Joy, 
Seems of the Sirens's Cruel Race. 

Jo charm and then deſtroy: 


With all the Arts of Look and Dreſs, 
She fans the fatal Fire; | 

Through Pride, miſtaken oft for Grace, 
She bids the Swain expire. | 


The God of Love enrag'd to ſee 
The Nymph defy his Flame, 
Pronounc d his Mercileſs Decree 
Againſt the Haughty Dame; 
Let Age with double Speed o'ertake her, 
Let Love the Room of Pride ſupply; 
And when the Lovers all forſake her. 
4 ſpotleſs Virgin let her Die, 


Sir Charles comes forward with Lady Eaſy. 


Sir Cha. Now, my Dear, I find my Happineſs grow 
faſt upon me; in all my paſt Experience of the Sex, I 
found ev'n among the better Sort ſo much of Folly, 
Pride, Malice, Paſſion, and irreſolute Deſire, that I 
concluded thee but of the foremoſt Rank, and there- 
fore ſcarce worthy my Concern ; but thou haſt ſtirr'd 
me with ſo ſevere a Proof of thy exalted. Virtue, it 
gives me Wonder equal to my Love — If then the 
unkindly Thought of what 1 have been, hereafter 
ſhould intrude upon thy growing Quiet, let this Re- 
flection teach thee to be eaſie: : 


Thy Wrongs when Greateſt, moſt thy Virtue prov'd, 
And from that Virtue found, I bluſh'd and truly lov'd. 
FW Exeunt. 


THE 


EPILOGUE. 


S8 and Freedom are at length our own, 

Falſe Fears of Slavery no more are ſown 1 * 8 

Nor Dread of paying Tribute to a foreign Throne, 

All Stations now the Fruits of Conqueſt ſhare, 7 

Except (if ſmall with great things may compare) 8 

Th' Oppreſt Condition of the Lab ring Player. 

We're ſtill in Fears (as yon of late from France) 

Of the Deſpotick Power of Song, and Dance: 

For while Subſcription, like a Tyrant reigns, 

Nature's neglected, and the Stage in Chains, | 

And Engliſh Actors Slaves to-ſwell the Frenchman' 

Gains, | | 

Like Aſop's Crow, the poor out-witted Stage, 

That liv'd on wholeſome Plays i'th' latter Age, 

Deluded once to ſing, ev'n juſtly ſerv'd, 

Let fall her Choe the Fox's Mouth and ſtarv'd: 

O that your Judgment, as your Courage has 

Your Fame extended, ꝛwou'd aſſert our Cauſe, 

That nothing Engliſh might ſubmit to foreign Laws, O. 

If we but live to ſee that joyful Day, 

Then of the Engliſh Stage, reviv'd w# may, 3 

As of your Honour now, with proper Application, ſay. ) 

So when the Gallick Fox by Fraud of Peace, 

Had lull'd the Britiſh Lion ints Eaſe, „ 

And ſaw that Sleep compos'd his couchant Head, 

He bids him wake, and ſee himſelf betray'd 8 

In Toils of treacherous Politics around him laid : 

Shews him how one cloſe Hour of Gallick Thought 

Retook thoſe Towns for which he Years had Fought. 5 
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At this th' Indignant Savage rolls his fiery Eyes, 
Dauntleſs; tho' bluſhing at the baſe Surprixe. 

Pauſes a-while But finds Delays are vain: 
Compell'd to Fight, he ſhakes his ſhaggy Main; 

He grinds his dreadful Fangs; and ſtalks to Blen- 

heim's Plain. | 

There with erected Creſt, and horrid Roar, 

Die furious, plunges on through Streams of Gore, 

And dyes with falſe Bavarian Blood the Purple Da- 
nube's Shore. _ 7 TUE 

In one puſht Bartel frees the Deſtin'd Slaves; | 
Revives old Engliſh Honour, and an Empire ſaves: 


